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We have made serious mistakes. If I could 
have a fresh start, I would do many things 
differently now. But it is too late. We 
wanted greatness and security for Germany, 
and we are leaving behind us a pile of ruins, 
a fallen world ... 

- Heinrich Himmler, 1945 


And perhaps a great day will come when a 
people, distinguished through war and 
victories, voluntarily proclaims: “We break 
the sword.” Disarming oneself, from an 
intensity of feeling, while one is the best 
armed: That is the means to real peace ... 
-Friedrich Nietzsche, 1880 


Table of Contents 


Dedication 


Heinrich Himmler & Friedrich Nietzsche 


Table of Contents 


Preface 


Introduction - Stephen E. Flowers, Ph.D. 


Chapters 


1: 


The Reich Chancellery, Berlin 
July 23, 1940 


: Wewelsburg Castle 


Westphalia 
August 1, 1940 


: The Reich Chancellery, Berlin 


August 3, 1940 


: The Casino of Monte Carlo 


Principality of Monaco 
October 16-19, 1940 


: Kehlsteinhaus 


Obersalzberg, Bavaria 
August 14, 1943 


23 


39 


69 


73 


111 


-10 - 


6: Washington, D.C. 
August 27-29, 1943 


7: Pico Island 
The Azores 
October 11-13, 1943 


8: Washington, D.C./ 
The Philadelphia Navy Yard 
October 26-29, 1943 
9: Wewelsburg Castle 
Westphalia 
December 21, 1943 
Epilogue 


About the Author 


123 


135 


155 


167 


193 


195 





Preface 


To do an evil act is base. To do a good one 
without incurring danger, is common 
enough. But it is part of a good man to do 
great and noble deeds though he risks 
everything in doing them. 

- Plutarch 


In 2013, distressed by the prevalence and ever- 
increasing intensity of physical war throughout the world, 
I resolved to synthesize my lifetime of learning and 
experience as an academic Political Scientist, a 
professional military officer, and an Initiate of the ancient 
Egyptian Priesthood of Set into a solution. Humanity, I 
felt, has the intelligence and capacity to rise above self- 
destruction, to create a global society based upon 
nobility, sympathy, and love. I thought of a somber 
reflection by Lawrence Gould: 


I do not believe the greatest threat to our future is from 
bombs or guided missiles. I don't think our civilization will 
die that way. I think it will die when we no longer care - 
when the spiritual forces that make us wish to be right and 
noble die in our hearts. 
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In the United States Army my principal specialty had 
been Psychological Operations (PSYOP), the art and 
science of winning battles and wars by persuasion rather 
than bullets and bombs. PSYOP had never been a 
particularly important component of the Army; it was - 
and conventionally still is - regarded as a “battlefield 
janitor”: a somewhat dilettantish exercise in leaflets, 
posters, loudspeakers, and broadcasts to cajole an enemy 
force and/or civilian populace into passive cooperation 
with the “serious” parts of the military: the traditional, 
destructive ones. 

To me this seemed wrong at a very fundamental level. 
PSYOP was trying to convince target audiences who had 
already formed visions of reality, of social rectitude, that 
simply were not reachable by the superficiality of 
propaganda. What PSYOP needed to do, I concluded, was 
to identify the mechanisms and processes of the human 
mind that formed these deep, fundamental patterns of 
reality perception and evaluation. If we could reach this 
“brain architecture” and adjust it, we would have won at 
the most primal, hence the most powerful level of human 
nature. If we could but redirect humanity towards the 
positive, the Platonic Agathon, the horrors and brutalities 
of physical war would wither away for lack of interest and 
tolerance. 

And so I researched, wrote, and published my book 
MindWar, identifying this “brain architecture?” and 
describing various Psychological Control (PSYCON) 
techniques to reach and adjust it. An important section of 
the book dealt with the ethics of such powerful intrusions 
into the physical brain and its metaphysical mind: 
Orwellian “thought control” was definitely off the table. 

Since its 2013 worldwide publication, MindWar has 
been very positively received, and continues to circulate 
among several social strata, which I regard as healthy and 
encouraging. Reader feedback has been overwhelmingly 
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favorable; it is only because of the vast weight and inertia 
of physical warfare (PhysWar) - the “military/industrial 
complex” which President Dwight Eisenhower famously 
warned us against - that it remains to transition from the 
theoretical to the actual. This is, I sense, but a question of 
time, and the only concern is whether that time will come 
soon enough - not just to save the planet, but to save one 
more individual life which doesn’t deserve to die from 
PhysWar’s indifferent violence. 

A frequent request from readers, however, has been 
for examples, case studies. Such would have been too 
extensive and overwhelming for the original MindWar 
book, which I deliberately kept trim, direct, and to-the- 
point: a how-to-do-it manual, a handbook for the new 
generation of PSYOPerator - the MindWarrior. 

So I decided to do some case studies, as one or more 
separate books or articles, depending upon the 
complexity of the case. With other book projects now 
completed and having narrowly survived a death-dance 
with cancer last year, I cracked my MindWar knuckles 
and wondered where to start. 

I already knew what the majority of readers wanted: a 
MW prescription to end the present chaos throughout the 
Mideast. Could I do it? Yes, but it would be an enormous 
undertaking, involving many state and nonstate actors 
from Europe in the north to India in the east and Africa 
to the south. Still recovering from my medical ordeal, I 
don’t yet have the time or energy to wrestle with that 
hydra. 

For awhile I considered the Cuban Missile Crisis of 
1962, but it was actually too simple for a book; it still may 
surface as an article or essay. 

Then, in a moment of what some might consider 
madness, I took a look at World War II. Could MindWar 
have prevented it, or stopped it once it began? I thought 


=—14 = 


it just might have done so. And thus I set out to write this 
book. 

J.R.R. Tolkien once described his famous Lord of the 
Rings as “a tale that grew in the telling” from a Hobbit- 
sized sequel to that modest fairytale to the opus maximus 
that went far beyond its core narrative to the creation of 
an entire age and realm of ancient Earth. In writing We 
Break the Sword I fell victim, like Odysseus lashed to the 
mast of the Argo, to the same sirens’ song. The book’s 
events and personalities escaped my control, taking on a 
life and momentum of their own, as you will soon see. 

As if this weren't frightening enough, the book also 
departed from the “ordinary” into themes and influences 
of a decidedly metaphysical non-nature. The result is 
something of a phantasmagoria in which MindWar per se 
is only one of many elements. 

Now that We Break the Sword has finally shuddered 
to literary life atop Dr. Frankenstein’s laboratory table, 
I’m almost afraid to publish the thing. At least I am fairly 
certain that the reader won't be bored anywhere within 
its pages. And I await with bemusement its effect upon 
critics who might think to pounce on it as politically- 
intolerable “revisionism”, poor things! 

I suppose I should say a few words about the concept 
of “alternative history” for the benefit of readers 
unfamiliar with this concept. Put simply, it is a “what if” 
fictional variation on established, non-fictional historical 
events and the personalities involved with them. It is an 
attempt to illustrate “what might have been” if those 
events had developed differently, and/or if those 
personalities had made different decisions based upon 
different motives. That’s all. 

The concept of MindWar is based upon the premise 
that intelligent human beings wish to be and do the 
[Platonic] Good - that they are not base, evil, banal, 
sadistic, or self-serving. To the cynic, this is a tall order 
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for politicians and the military, indeed humanity 
generally. 

Nevertheless it is my belief and premise in MindWar, 
and in this story as well. Everyone you will meet here is 
assumed [at least as of June 1940, when these alternative 
events commence] to be reasonable and rational. This 
may particularly surprise, even anger readers in the case 
of the infamous personalities of Nazism, Fascism, and 
Communism whom we have been taught to despise as 
psychotic monsters. Adolf Hitler, the principal 
protagonist of this narrative, is right down there with 
Charles Manson and Osama bin Laden as something 
about whom it is unthinkable, almost criminal, to say 
anything the least good. Books and films have been 
condemned or censored for even the mildest departures 
from this expectation. 

Regarding this I can but restate and reemphasize what 
I said above: We Break the Sword is a fictional 
alternative hypothesis, not a “revision’or 
“reinterpretation” of what actually happened. Would the 
world have been a better, kinder, more compassionate 
place if these people had spoken and acted this way? I 
think you will agree that it would - substantially. Indeed 
it makes what actually happened look all the more 
disappointing and depressing. 

This is the premise and argument of MindWar: that 
humans as a species do have the intelligence and 
capability to do the Good, and that they should. The 
sooner the world comes not only to realize this but to 
insist upon it, the better our chances for a bright, not a 
dark future. 

Also in works of fiction it is customary to print a 
disclaimer that “all of the characters are imaginary, and 
that any resemblance of them to actual persons is purely 
coincidental”. Here, of course, everyone is real. Each 
individual is just making different decisions for different 
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reasons, all intentionally better ones. As the author, their 
puppet-master, I can do this; I can pull those strings. I 
also have what the real people did not in those days and 
circumstances: historical perspective. I know what did 
happen and why, and how badly some things turned out. 
It was therefore possible to tell my puppets what to do to 
make things come out better, and what not to do to make 
them worse. Could I have written We Break the Sword in 
1940? I doubt it. 

I remember my father, to whom this book is 
dedicated, telling me in the 1980s: “You have to 
understand ... In 1941 when Pearl Harbor was attacked, it 
looked to us as though everything everywhere was 
nonstop victory for the Axis, that dictatorship and 
totalitarianism were the inevitable future of the world. 
Unless just maybe we, the Brits, and ‘Uncle Joe’ Stalin 
could stop it. And in our wildest dreams we never 
expected World War II to end by 1945; we thought it 
would go on for years and years.” 

Contrast this to what my “Baby Boom” generation 
grew up with: an at-peace-world of the 1950s in which 
everyone knew how World War II movies would come 
out: the good guys always won, and besides the whole 
thing was over by 1945. 

So I will assuredly caveat a healthy dose of humility 
here. Perhaps this book, this “alternative history” is so 
idealistic that it approaches the naive. After all, as I 
mention in his Dedication, the same people I am 
representing as rational and reasonable are the ones who 
almost killed Dad in combat, earning him his Purple 
Heart. 

MindWar is a methodology for improving the future; 
it cannot change the past. This “case study” thus looks 
forward from 1940. In those instances, those 
conversations where the 1930s are mentioned, that 
mention is rarely favorable. 
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Nor are all of my solutions perfect. The plight of the 
Jews - not just in Germany but throughout all of Eurasia 
and not excluding the United States - was a near- 
impossible challenge. So was the other half of the war - 
that business in the Pacific. In both my academic 
doctorate and as a European Foreign Area Officer for the 
Defense Department, I have a pretty good feel for 
European politics and psychology. I can’t say the same for 
the Japan our parents confronted in the 1940s. 

The discerning reader will also note some places in 
this story where events, shall we say, approach the 
science-fictional. Perhaps, but don’t be too sure. Truth is 
often stranger than fiction, so before you judge anything 
herein as “beyond belief’, go take a look for yourself. You 
just might be surprised at what you discover/uncover. I 
know I certainly have been, more times than I can 
remember, in my explorations and adventures into the 
mysterious, the unknown, and the “forbidden” arts and 
sciences over the years. It’s a weird world out there! 

O.K., that’s it. Get ready for a wild ride back through 
time and space. As the Control Voice from the classic 
Outer Limits television show might say, “There is nothing 
wrong with this book ... Just sit quietly and it will control 
all that you see and suppose to be true ... I repeat: There 
is nothing wrong with this book ...” 





San Francisco 
April 1, 2016 CE 
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Introduction 
- by Stephen E. Flowers, Ph.D. 


Michael Aquino takes us on a whirlwind journey into 
a parallel universe in which alternate outcomes of history 
are possible. Indeed such parallel universes and 
alternative histories may exist; and, by making use of the 
human will and imagination, we may access them in 
order to make a difference in the universe we presently 
inhabit. 

The author possesses just such a will and imagination. 
This is put in the service of his art; and it becomes more 
than mere entertainment, which is the first purpose of 
fiction, and is turned into an example of what might be a 
possible application of the author’s fascinating 
metapolitical theory of MindWar. 

The title of the book refers to a mythic occurrence in 
the legends of the ancient Northmen. Richard Wagner, 
the great nineteenth-century creator of what he called 
Gesamtkunstwerke, “total works of art” - what others 
simply called “operas” - showed in his magnum opus, 
Der Ring des Nibelungen, how the hero Siegfried broke 
the spear of the god Wotan. 

In the original Norse myth from which Wagner took 
his inspiration, the god Odin breaks the sword of the hero 
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Sigmund with his divine spear, Gungnir, causing the 
hero’s death in battle. 

This is done for a transformative purpose. The sword 
is a repository of the warrior’s soul, his luck, and special 
characteristics. The breaking of the sword invalidates 
these powers. 

The halves of the sword are, however, preserved by 
Sigmund’s wife, Hjordis, whose name means “Sword- 
goddess”. She is pregnant with the son of Sigmund, who 
is born some months later. 

In Norse custom a son born after the death of his 
father is considered to be the father reborn. All of these 
things are parts of Odin’s plan to create the greatest hero 
who ever lived, or ever will live: Sigurd, or as the 
Germans knew him Siegfried. 

When Sigurd comes of age, his mother gives him the 
halves of his father’s sword, which he has reforged by the 
dwarf-smith Reginn. With the sword Sigurd avenges the 
death of his father and thus regains all of the special 
powers possessed by his father Sigmund, who had, up to 
that moment, been the greatest hero of all time. 

This is a paradigmatic story of transformation 
through an almost alchemical process of separation and 
reunification of symbolic qualities. 

This novel is also a story of transformation. 

The saga from which this tale is taken is an unusual 
one: the Volsunga Saga, which begins as a mythic world 
of dragons and dwarves, and transitions into a world of 
heroic real, live human beings. It is a mirror of the 
process by which the powers once wielded by the gods 
alone become the purview of human beings, the 
transition from a world of myth and miracle into one of 
science and philosophy. 

In this book we are taken into the world of National 
Socialism’s explorations of extremes - extreme ideas, 
extreme technologies - and shown the historical figures of 
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that time putting the results of these explorations into 
practice in the real world. 

These explorations, because they are so fantastic, yet 
equally possibly real, lead to results wholly unexpected 
and at odds with what might have been predicted by 
observers of the events of the temporal past. If these 
technologies gave access to a mythic or ideal world, they 
would surely have transformed the explorers in such a 
way that they would behave in a manner different from 
the way ordinary history would have unfolded. 

The ideas involving MindWar pioneered in this age by 
Dr. Aquino are by no means entirely new ones or ones 
drawn from an unrealistic or overly idealistic mind-set. 

The earliest master of this art of war was the Persian 
King of Kings Cyrus the Great (580-530 BCE), who had 
the first vision of a worldwide empire in which all 
individuals and all nations would live together in peace, 
prosperity, and enjoyment. His vision came from the 
deity whom he worshipped, Ahura Mazda (Lord- 
Wisdom), who is pure, focused consciousness. 

All individual human beings were seen by Cyrus to be 
potential gods and goddesses. This paradigmatic model 
for the nature of humanity allowed Cyrus to envision the 
world of the future. 

Many of Cyrus’ greatest victories, for example the 
conquest of Babylon the great, were effected without a 
fight. He was able to communicate the ideal, and he 
exemplified it. As one of his ancient biographers, 
Xenophon, put it: Others followed him because they 
wanted to, not because they were forced to do so. 

Cyrus conducted all sorts of war, but he did indeed 
prefer MindWar. His model of empire, based in Persia, 
succeeded again and again throughout history as Greece, 
Rome, and Byzantium tried to overcome it, yet it 
persisted. Its genius, as opposed to that of those would-be 
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conquerors, did not use force to bend the spiritual wills of 
the inhabitants of the empire, but allowed individuals 
and groups to flourish according to their consciences. 
They were respected and cultivated as though in an 
imperial garden. 

If a potential enemy could be made to understand 
Cyrus’ ideal and vision of the future, and to know in his 
heart of hearts that no one would destroy him or his 
national identity, that individual and his nation would be 
more likely to cooperate in the common goal of making 
the world a better place, even a perfect place. This should 
be the goal of any MindWarrior. 


Stephen Edred Flowers studied Germanic and Celtic 
philology and religious history at the University of 
Texas at Austin and in Gottingen, Germany. He 
received his Ph.D. in 1984 in Germanic Languages 
and Medieval Studies from the University of Texas. 
The author of numerous books on ancient north 
European history and culture, he is internationally 
respected as the preeminent authority on the Runic 
arts and sciences. 








Chapter 1: The Reich Chancellery, Berlin 
July 23,1940 












































Adolf Hitler, alone for the first time in days, walked 
down the marbled hall of Speer’s New Chancellery and 
turned to enter the vestibule of his office, or “Study” as it 
had been christened by Speer. As always, the SS guards at 
the doorway snapped to attention, their right arms raised 
in salute, which he returned equally solemnly but, as 
appropriate to his dignity, less rigidly. He had long since 
adopted a “receptive” version of the salute, with his elbow 
bent and his palm tilted slightly back, as though he were 
catching a ball. He reserved the stiff salute for situations 
in which he himself was paying, rather than receiving 
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tribute, such as the spectacles at Nuremberg or the 
commemoration of the original Party martyrs in Munich. 








Passing through the secretarial antechamber, he 
returned the salute again, this time with a gracious smile, 
as the ladies sprang to their feet. He had considered 
telling them not to go through this ritual, but decided that 
they might be offended. He finally compromised by 
limiting the formality to his first walk-through of each 
day, and to simply stand if addressed by a senior visiting 
official. 

Finally entering the Study itself, Hitler mused as 
always at its exquisitely spartan atmosphere. There was 
no hint of the Romantic opulence of, say, King Ludwig’s 
Bavarian castles, but the room’s severe utilitarianism was 
everywhere accented by materials of the highest quality. 
It symbolized a Germany of the future, not of the past, as 
he intended. 

Within, several men were already awaiting him, all 
standing respectfully. For this meeting, he had had 
comfortable chairs arranged before his desk, and as he 
took his seat behind it, he motioned for them also to take 
advantage of them. 





His eyes ranged briefly over those whom he had 
selected for this meeting: 








« Dr. Joseph Goebbels, Minister of Public 
Enlightenment and Propaganda 
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e Reichsmarschall Hermann Goring, Minister of 
Economics and Aviation 





e Rudolf Hess, Deputy Fuhrer of the National 
Socialist Party 





e Generalfeldmarschall Wilhelm Keitel, Minister 
of War 
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e Joachim von Ribbentrop, Minister of Foreign 
Affairs 


“Gentlemen, I’ve asked you, my oldest and closest 
advisors, here today for a very special and unusual 
meeting, the subject of which may initially startle some or 
all of you. But hear me out. 

“We've just reached a singular point of 
accomplishment, indeed more, and more quickly than I 
think any of us ever expected seven years ago. We knew 
then in a general way what we wanted to do: discard the 
Treaty of Versailles and regain Germany’s territories 
taken from us in that treaty. 

“It wasn’t part of our agenda to conquer the rest of 
Europe, and yet today we find ourselves having pretty 
much done just that. In doing so, we’ve created two 
general problems for ourselves: what do we do with these 
conquests, and how do we handle the remaining loose 
ends - by which I mean immediately the continuing state 
of war with Britain. 

“As you know, I decided upon an armistice with 
France - the government of Prime Minister Marshal 
Pétain in Vichy - rather than a complete surrender and 
occupation. We arent in a position to administer a 
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completely-collapsed France - weve had a hard enough 
time with the Polish government disintegration - nor do 
we want any more of a French resistance than possible. 
Also, leaving the country with an intact government frees 
us to concentrate upon the British situation. The parts of 
northern and western France we have occupied are those 
precisely of strategic relevance to Britain. We don’t want 
the British attempting to return to the continent, and we 
need air- and sea-bases close enough to the coast to 
degrade the danger of bombing attacks against Germany. 

“That said, my initial hopes that the fall of France and 
the debacle at Dunkirk would lead the British to sue for 
peace have faded. A few days ago Churchill announced 
his country’s support of a ‘Free French’ government-in- 
exile under the figurehead of a General Charles de Gaulle. 
And if anything Churchill’s tirades against Germany have 
become even more bellicose since June. 

“Behind this seeming irrationality is, bluntly and 
simply, Churchill’s conviction that his friend Franklin 
Roosevelt will not allow Germany to conquer Britain. It’s 
not just that Roosevelt and his wife Eleanor are 
passionate Anglophiles, which they are, but that the 
President fears the power of a Europe completely 
controlled by Germany, including the British Navy - until 
now an Atlantic buffer - coming under our control. That 
was another reason for the French armistice: we wanted 
to signal that we did not wish to seize the French navy. 
This also did not help us noticeably. 

“So what are we facing now? Britain is not going to 
seek peace with us, and I think it’s just a question of time 
before Churchill and Roosevelt find an excuse to formally 
drag America into the war. If they can’t find an excuse, 
like the Lusitania incident of the World War - they will 
manufacture one. Joachim, you've spent some time in 
America. What’s your opinion of its war capabilities?” 
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The Foreign Minister cleared his throat. “It’s 
fashionable for Europe to disdain the United States as a 
disorganized, mongrel culture of economic opportunists. 
I cannot overemphasize the folly of such an image. Yes, 
because of its geographic isolation from all but the 
comparatively weak and unthreatening neighbors of 
Mexico and Canada, America tends to be preoccupied 
with its internal problems. And it certainly has had a 
major one with the Great Depression. 

“But what we have to remember is that foreign wars 
are an established and effective tactic for unifying an 
unruly citizenry. Roosevelt’s ‘New Deal’ has been skating 
upon thinner and thinner ice in the face of Republican 
Congressional attacks and Supreme Count rulings. In 
short, Roosevelt needs a big war, and he needs it soon. 

“We know that he’s been provoking Japan through 
punitive trade restrictions, and in our case he’s been 
looking for every possible way to skirt the Neutrality Act 
and aid the British war effort, most recently his “‘Lend- 
Lease’ subterfuge. 

“Fuhrer, Germany does not have much time left. If 
you have a proposal to address this situation, we should - 
we must - act upon it.” 

“I would like to add something,” said Keitel. “It has to 
do with Russia, the Soviet Union. Yes, ever since Poland 
weve been comforted by our Nonaggression Pact. But 
let’s not blind ourselves: It was not a treaty of friendship 
and love; it was a cold-blooded opportunistic 
arrangement to divide up Poland between us. 

“Russia regards Germany as her traditional enemy. 
Has ever since the days of the Teutonic Knights, and of 
course most recently in the bloodbath of the World War. 

“And with apologies, Fuhrer, Stalin has also read 
Mein Kampf, which makes quite clear your own attitude 
towards his country and interests in eastward 
Lebensraum. 
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“At present Germany and Russia have at best a peace 
of convenience. We need their natural resources, and 
they need our payments for them. 

“Stalin has not forgotten that the entire capitalist 
world regards communism as its deadly enemy. And he 
certainly has not forgotten how we treated German 
communists once we came to power here.” 

Hitler stood up. “Points well-taken. And yes, I do have 
a plan, which is why I called you all here. But first let’s 
take a little ‘working luncheon’.” He spoke into the 
intercom on his desk, and a few moments later waiters 
with trolleys of lunchmeats, rolls, pastries, and wine 
entered and headed for the large table by the picture 
window. “I don’t think Speer had delicatessen in mind 
when he added this table, but it is my Study, after all.” 

When they all resumed their seats an hour later,Hitler 
walked over to a map of Europe on an easel which he had 
positioned next to his desk. 

“First take note that this map shows our country with 
its present, restored borders, including the addition of 
Austria. We’ve reacquired the Czech Sudetenland, our 
original borders with Poland, including the so-called 
‘Polish Corridor’, and the Rhineland and other areas 
along our western borders taken from us at Versailles. All 
of this we keep. 

“Everything else were going to give back. With a 
modest condition.” 

Some of his audience had been feeling pleasantly 
relaxed after their excellent repast. Hess had even been 
on the verge of nodding off, between the good food and 
his comfortable chair. But suddenly they were all sitting 
bolt-upright in stunned shock, their eyes riveted on 
Hitler. Unperturbed, he continued: 

“Remember what I said earlier? We didn’t set out to 
conquer Europe, and Germany’s not prepared to handle a 
continental empire by permanent force. What we want is 
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a fully-restored Germany, surrounded by peaceful, 
friendly neighbors. Which brings me to my ‘modest 
condition’: 

“Each occupied country will be returned to its prewar 
government, and all German forces will completely leave. 
The condition is that each such country henceforth have 
no armed forces of its own. Internal police, fine. But no 
army, navy, or air force. Instead each such country’s 
national borders will be guaranteed by Germany. 

“And since we will be looking at a Europe without any 
armies, none of these countries will have neighbors 
capable of attacking it. As this is a bit like what the 
Roman Emperor Augustus devised for his famous Pax 
Romana, you may call this pleasant prospect today the 
Pax Germania.” 

“Hmm, said Goring, recovering his composure. 
“Actually the more I think about it, the more I’m starting 
to like it. But there are the other problems you mentioned 
before lunch - Britain, the United States, and the Soviets.” 

“Churchill's going to find himself increasingly isolated 
and ignored if he keeps screaming for a war in which no 
one else is interested,” smiled Hitler. “And I very much 
doubt that Roosevelt is going to be enthusiastic either. 

“As for Stalin, Keitel’s quite right: He’s extremely 
fearful where his country’s borders are concerned, which 
is why he wanted a new Polish buffer area in exchange for 
our invading from the west. And yes, I expect he did read 
Mein Kampf, so I will have to do some personal 
reassuring of him as well.” 

“And what about Poland?” said Hess. “There’s no 
prewar government left there, which is why we had to 
come up with this awkward, inefficient, and annoying 
‘General Government’. Also, as you just pointed out, the 
Russians control the eastern half of that country. Do you 
expect Stalin to just give it back too?” 
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Hitler flipped the maps on the easel over until he 
found one showing Poland’s current configuration. He 
went back to his desk chair, sat and stroked his chin 
thoughtfully. 

“Were coming to the most difficult part of this 
meeting, all right.” 

“You mean the Pax Germania was the easy part?” 
said Goring, eliciting some general if nervous laughter 
from his fellows. 

Hitler did not laugh. “Yes, Hermann, that’s exactly 
what I mean. 

“Let me lay the groundwork by saying that Poland will 
also participate in the give-back. We'll return the ‘General 
Government to a native Polish government. If we can't 
find a credible, competent one ‘in exile’, we'll just have to 
help the Poles create one before we leave. 

“Simultaneously we'll work on Stalin to return his 
conquest to this new government. Remember that Russia 
has never been expansionist, just protectionist. If Stalin 
sees Germany leaving Poland, he might just feel that a 
stronger, larger independent Poland would be a better 
buffer for him. And its having no military would 
eliminate any threat that it might pose to the Soviet 
Union.” 

“That doesn’t sound all that problematical,” said 
Ribbentrop. 

“It isn’t,” agreed Hitler. “The problem has to do with 
the Jews.” 

The room remained silent. He continued: 

“As we know, National Socialism came to power in 
Germany by a combination of factors: starvation, 
unemployment, anger over Versailles, fear of 
communism, and not least our exploitation of centuries 
of anti-Semitism. 

“We portrayed the Jews as an evil, cold-hearted 
conspiracy underlying all of Germany's ills. ‘Just elect us,’ 
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we said, ‘and we'll root them out, get rid of them; our 
country will be Judenfret.’ 

“Let’s take a step back in history to see why this 
message was so effective. The Jews havent had a 
territorial nation of their own since the Romans 
destroyed Judaea in the year 70. So they became a 
stateless community throughout Europe. Their attempts 
to preserve their religious and social culture were 
perceived by non-Jews as exclusivist, even parasitical and 
predatory. One of the host societies’ responses was to 
exclude Jews from the more prestigious professions, so 
they found themselves channeled into practices like law 
and finance. 

“When the Great Depression afflicted the world this 
last decade, who seemed to be the most visible culprits? 
The banks and the courts. Anti-Semitism surged with a 
vengeance. The only thing Germany did with marked 
difference was to openly articulate it. 

“We articulated it so well that Germany is now a 
furnace of hatred for the Jews, utterly beyond the 
rational. 

“We naively thought to solve the problem by 
encouraging German Jews to leave, to emigrate to other 
countries. But what did we learn in the 1930s? That all 
other countries, notwithstanding their ‘polite silence’ 
about them, didn’t want Jews either. Even supposed 
sanctuaries like the United States turned shiploads of 
Jewish refugees away. They finally had to return to 
Germany. 

“And here, as the climate grew increasingly intolerant, 
they wound up in terrible ghettos, and any efforts at 
resistance or defense landed activists in concentration 
camps.” 

“Well,” said Goebbels. “What else can we do at this 
point? I agree, obviously, that we succeeded too well, as it 
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were. But we can't very well reverse the popular climate 
in Germany now. It’s gone too far, become too feral.” 

“Joseph, an additional condition of the new Poland is 
that it welcome any and all Jews who immigrate there. 
Our Jews will have two choices: emigration to Poland or 
to Palestine, where we see that a fledgling Jewish 
community has started to establish itself. 

“As I’ve said, Poland will be demilitarized, and that of 
course includes the Jews. We have no control over 
Palestine, obviously, so what immigrating Jews do there 
is up to them and the native inhabitants. 

“In both cases Germany will facilitate transportation 
and make every effort to ensure that there is no financial 
exploitation of departing German Jews. Yes, I know, we 
haven't exactly set the best example for this during the 
30s. But then our government was less competent, and 
the guiding impulse still to intimidate Jews into 
emigrating. The social safety danger in Germany still 
requires that they leave, but now we want the motivation 
to be positive and considerate, in keeping with how a 
civilized country should conduct itself.” 

“No matter how sincerely we try,” said Goebbels, 
“we're still going to be criticized by other nations.” 

“That’s why you've got your job, Joseph.” 

“Take the United States for an example,” continued 
the Propaganda Minister. “It started out as a group of 
British colonies which, after achieving independence 
from Britain, felt that it had an absolute right to all of the 
land westward to the Pacific Ocean. What did it do to the 
existing owners, the Indians? The lucky ones were herded 
into ever more desolate concentration camps called 
‘reservations’. The unlucky ones were simply massacred, 
culminating in the ‘Indian Wars’ of the 19th century.” 

“Neither of those solutions can be acceptable to us.” 

“America gives us another case study in its Negro 
population. Originally negroes were purchased from 
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warring tribes in Africa to be taken to America as slaves. 
Many perished on slave ships. Those who survived were 
treated as subhuman beasts, kept uneducated and in 
constant fear. When they were freed as a result of the 
American Civil War, it was to turn loose hundreds, 
thousands of helpless, ignorant people with no means of 
survival. There was some discussion about rounding 
them all up and dumping them in Africa, a land and 
culture with which the descendants of the original 
captured slaves had no affinity whatever. 

“But there were now too many of them, and the 
United States just allowed them to stay an survive if they 
could. Ever since then it has been a terrible, generational, 
hopeless struggle for them.” 

“Tm aware of that too,” said Hitler, “and we could go 
on and on not just about America but any number of 
religious or ethnic hatreds throughout history. But none 
of that excuses or exceptionalizes what Germany does 
right now in any way, Joseph. We’re simply going to have 
to do the best we can, even if it’s less than ideal, and live 
with the judgment of history. 

“Well, gentlemen, that’s about it. Joachim, I want a 
personal meeting with Roosevelt, Stalin, Churchill, 
Mussolini, and the countries we presently occupy. The 
principals themselves, not teams. I’m going to be 
explaining much as I’ve done today, not negotiating. Pick 
a nice, neutral spot with a positive atmosphere. 

“Hermann, Wilhelm, start preparations for the pull- 
out. No one actually leaves until I give the word, but 
when I do, I want it quick and complete. 

“Rudolf, I want you to start contacting the Jews in 
Germany about their emigration options. Work up an 
organizational system to facilitate this with maximum 
attention to the humanitarian aspect. You’ve got a lot of 
built-up fear to overcome here, but I think you have the 
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intelligence and empathy to accomplish it. I expect all the 
Ministries to give you their full cooperation. 

“Heinrich, as Rudolph develops his system, I want you 
to ensure that Jews presently in custody of any sort - jails, 
prisons, the camps - are released into it in good health 
and nutrition. What we don’t want is any more violence 
in Germany because these individuals misunderstand 
what we Te trying to do. 

“And Joseph, you have the unenviable task of 
explaining all this to anyone who needs an explanation. I 
don’t expect you to get everyone everywhere to like it. 
What is important is that those who don't have accurate 
facts on which to base their objections. Just as obviously, 
I think that if you explain things well enough, such 
objections will be minor and minimal.” 

“Well, gentlemen, I think that’s enough for today. 
Let’s get on with it. If we do this competently and 
correctly, we'll have won the peace even better than we've 
won the war.” 

As the officials stood to go, he caught Himmler’s eye. 
“A few more minutes of your time, Heinrich.” 

When the massive door had closed behind the last of 
the departing officials, Hitler returned to his desk chair 
and motioned Himmler to one of the guest seats before it. 
“All right, you were curiously silent during the meeting. 
Either you have reservations, which I trust is not the case, 
or you ve got something sensitive in mind. Out with it.” 

“No reservations, Fuhrer. As you know, the SS never 
questions your decisions. But yes, I do think I can be of 
help in a way so, well, unusual that mentioning it during 
the general discussion would have only provoked 
incredulity, perhaps even alarm. And they already had a 
lot to assimilate. 

“It involves a technology which I have developed and 
installed at the Wewelsburg. I would rather show it to you 
there than try to explain it here.” 
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“Then you ve got yourself a guest. I know you've been 
trying to get me to your dream castle for some time. I’ve 
avoided the trip, frankly because the popular perception 
is that the castle represents the most irrational, even 
occult extremes of the SS. Both the German people and 
our foreign critics have wondered about the stability of 
Rudolf, Alfred, and yourself anent such interests, and I’ve 
taken care to distance myself from them. I’m supposed to 
be a hard-boiled atheist, with the flimsiest rubber-stamp 
of my Catholic childhood. 

“TIl come to the Wewelsburg if you think it necessary, 
but it must be an unannounced visit.” 

Himmler shot to his feet, this time together with a 
formal salute. “Thank you, Fuhrer. I’m certain you won't 
be disappointed.” 

Hitler rose to his feet, returned the salute with the 
formality that was his habit with the SS. “One more thing: 
Please arrange for Heydrich and Eicke to be there. I’ve 
got a special job in mind for each of them.” 





Chapter 2: Wewelsburg Castle 
Westphalia 
August 1, 1940 





As the grey Mercedes sedan paused before his sentry- 
station at the summit of the Wewelsburg’s approachway, 
SS-Scharfiihrer Klaus Roth walked over to the driver's 
window to enquire the passengers’ business. The driver 
smiled at him while the front passenger door opened and 
the sentry realized with a shock that he was facing Adolf 
Hitler. At a complete loss for words, he at least had the 
presence of mind to come to attention and salute, which 
the Fuhrer gravely returned. Leaving his driver and the 
car outside, he proceeded alone over the small, decorative 
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drawbridge into the Castle’s triangular interior courtyard. 
No doubt in response to the sentry’s telephoned alert, he 
was met there by Himmler and one of his officers: a 
striking young woman wearing the three silver oak leaves 
of an SS-Brigadefthrerin on her black uniform. 

After formal greetings with the two senior officers, 
Hitler turned to her with frank curiosity. The SS was a 
male-exclusive organization, with a women’s auxiliary, 
the SS-Helferinen, noted for their plain grey suits, 
unadorned save for one small SS patch on the jacket. That 
was clearly not the case with Brigadefuhrerin Grafin Dr. 
Daniela von Hecke, as Himmler introduced her, who 
came as close to being an Arno Breker or Georg Kolbe 
vision brought to life as Hitler could imagine: 











He smiled. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. My name is 
Adolf Hitler.” 

She laughed. “At Heidelberg it’s just ‘Daniela’, mein 
Fuhrer.” 

“Then ‘Daniela’ it is. I understand you're going to be 
explaining the Reichsfuhrer’s mysterious secret to me.” 

As the three of them walked towards a door in the 
west wing of the Castle - a build-out of the wall - 
Himmler answered the Fuhrer’s unasked question: 
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“You're familiar with the SS’ scientific and historical 
research organization, the Ahnenerbe. Until recently it 
was headed somewhat extemporaneously by Oberführer 
Wüst and Standartenführer Sievers. I brought in the 
Countess from the University of Heidelberg to supervise 
them both, for which appropriate rank is advantageous. 

“Today I think you will see how invaluable she is to us. 
May we proceed to my personal residence?” 

The Reichsfuhrer led the way through a door in the 
west wing of he Castle to a two-room suite in the 
southwest tower decorated tastefully with medieval 
paintings and carpeting, and set off by a massive stone 
fireplace. 





“The executive suites of the Wewelsburg are named, 
and themed, for appropriate inspirational heroes of our 
recorded and mythical history. These are all artifacts 
relating to King Henry the Fowler, for whom I feel a 
personal affinity. But if you'll be seated, Fuhrer, Pll defer 
to Daniela for this presentation.” 

Hecke smiled, then began speaking in a cool but 
elegant voice, which made Hitler think of Marlene 
Dietrich: 
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“You’ve doubtless heard of the Ahnenerbe’s more 
publicized archzological expeditions to places like Tibet 
and Scandinavia, but our organizational mandate is much 
more inclusive than that. 

“The Western history with which we're familiar is 
much more selective and censored than most people 
realize. This is, quite simply, the consequence of the last 
two thousand years of education, art, and literature being 
controlled by institutional Judzo-Christianity, for which 
its Bible is the standard. Up to the time of the 
Enlightenment - the late 17th and the 18th centuries - no 
deviation from that orthodoxy was tolerated. 

“So when the National Socialists came to power in 
Germany, a research institution like the Ahnenerbe faced 
a twofold problem: 

“The first was seeking out an objective history of 
humanity, and Western culture, from the very few 
sources of evidence that had not been destroyed over the 
last twenty centuries. This is why our expeditions have 
been to so many seemingly distant and remote locales, 
from the Himalayas and Andes to the Nile in Egypt. 

“The second is just as, if not more difficult. It is that 
established academia is precommitted to the Judzo- 
Christian tradition, except for the hard-scientific 
elements of it which have been inevitably, if not without 
bitter resistance, overcome by researchers such as 
Galileo, Copernicus, and Darwin. The mere fact that the 
Ahnenerbe is known to explore outside this conformity 
has resulted in its adamant and vicious denunciation as a 
propagandistic fraud, unworthy of academic respect. This 
despite its scholars coming from the most distinguished 
backgrounds in their fields. 

“Shortly before the war with Poland, the Ahnenerbe 
had concluded arrangements for a major archeological 
expedition to Iceland. This had been delayed for some 
time due directly to the two impediments I’ve just 
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mentioned. When it became known that we were going to 
seek out pre-Christian sources in our research, there was 
a tremendous outcry in the Scandinavian press, which so 
angered the Reichsführer that he came close to cancelling 
the project altogether. By the time final approval had 
been obtained from Iceland, the Polish war had begun, 
and all of our foreign ventures were indefinitely 
suspended. 

“What’s not generally known is that we had already 
conducted some preliminary work in Iceland which 
justified a more extensive expedition. And one of the 
findings of this earlier investigation was truly startling: It 
was that ancient Iceland had been a colony of Atlantis. 

“Until then we had not paid particular attention to 
Plato’s accounts of Atlantis, since we were unaware of any 
evidence substantiating its actual, historical existence. 
Now it seemed there was some, as well as records 
indicating Atlantis’ actual location: the Azores 
archipelago. 








“Prior to the British/French declarations of war in 
1939, no particular strategic attention was paid to the 
Azores - just a placid, pleasant property of Portugal. So it 
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was fairly easy to obtain archzological license to explore 
there. 

“Geologically the Azores consist of nine principal 
volcanic mountains rising from an undersea plateau 
about a kilometer below the surface. Original 
speculations that this plateau might be the sunken 
Atlantis of Plato’s account were generally discarded when 
random testing of its substance appeared to indicate that 
it had been submerged as far back as the Middle 
Pleistocene - about one hundred thousand years ago. 

“This was clearly at odds with the Icelandic records 
we'd found, and of course with Plato’s account as well. So 
we decided to revisit the plateau, and chose the highest 
volcano, Mount Pico on the island of Pico, through which 
to drill down. 

“What we came across was a number of old lava 
tunnels, which conveniently eliminated the need for 
further boring. And we found what we’d anticipated: a 
lava-sealed sub-plateau which, while devastated, 
contained the ruins of an advanced civilization. We had 
found Atlantis. 

“This remarkable encapsulation was apparently the 
consequence of massive volcanic eruptions across the 
entire plateau, then a large surface island, followed by its 
substructural collapse so sudden that the volcanic lava 
coverage was arrested in place by the overwhelming 
seawater, in such a way as to solidify into a protective 
shield over the island’s original surface, preserving the 
structures beneath it, somewhat similar to Pompeii’s 
encapsulation following Vesuvius’ eruption. Except that 
in Atlantis’ case the entire catastrophe was much quicker. 

“This also explained the previous misreadings about 
the submerged plateau: Earlier archeologists had of 
course taken their samples from the covering lava 
exterior, whose geological elements originated from 
within the volcanos, and could indeed be dated back to 
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the Pleistocene. The completeness of the lava mantle also 
explained the absence of any human artifacts which 
might have indicated substance to the legend. 

“Only because the Ahnenerbe incorporated the 
discipline of the SS could this entire discovery be kept 
completely secret, which we considered vital. Otherwise a 
worldwide sensationalism would have erupted 
comparable to if not surpassing Carters finding of 
Tutankhamen’s tomb. Portugal would have seized 
control, obviously, and we still did not know the extent of 
the culture we had uncovered. 

“This proved to be very prudent, as it soon became 
evident that this was no Bronze Age civilization, but in 
many respects more scientifically advanced than we are 
today. 











“Much we are still discovering and deciphering, but 
have already quietly brought some documents and 
artifacts back to Germany. 

“We correctly guessed that the British declaration of 
war would initiate the Royal Navy's occupation of every 
strategic locale in the Atlantic. Long before Britain 
commandeered the Azores from Portugal, we had 
concealed the lava tube access and conspicuously 
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departed with an announcement that it had been a 
fruitless expedition. Neither the Portuguese nor the 
British have any idea what lies a mere kilometer beneath 
them. 

“Which brings me to why you're here today: One of 
the technologies we retrieved is here at the Wewelsburg 
and can be made operational in support of your peace 
plan. We call it die Glocke, ‘the Bell’. 

“We had discovered that one of the Atlanteans’ 
especial interests was deciphering and controlling the 
Electromagnetic Spectrum, or EMS. They saw this as the 
master key to the natural functions of this planet, hence 
for experiments in predicting, controlling, and modifying 
those functions. Imagine being able to completely control 
the weather, for example. 

“From the original records we learned that the Bell 
technology was a multifaceted mechanism to interact 
with various aspects of the EMS. For instance through 
what might be called hyperrotational gyroscopics, 
Atlantean scientists intended to overcome gravity by 
means of centrifugal force. They had in fact solved the 
mystery of gravitation by identifying its counterforce: a 
rather novel alternative to today’s conventional ‘scientific 
method’. 

“As you may have guessed from this application, the 
central principle of the Bell is high-velocity counter- 
rotation, such that extremely cold liquid media are 
required to keep the mechanisms from atomic 
disintegration. Hence the appearance of its core housing, 
explaining the code-name we gave it. 

“There is considerably more to tell about the Bell 
technology as well as others we're still researching, but 
unless you'd like to extend your stay here for some 
additional weeks, I'll just concentrate on its immediate 
relevance.” 

Hitler smiled and nodded, so Hecke continued: 
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“The Atlanteans came to understand that the human 
brain is an electrochemical machine which is far more 
affected by the EMS than our present-day science 
realizes. Today we know of the four principal brainwave 
frequencies: alpha, beta, theta, and delta. These reflect 
one’s mental condition, alertness, and mood. Hence 
alpha is emitted by a relaxed, friendly, positive, open 
mind. Delta characterizes sleep, dullness, exhaustion. 
Beta signals nervousness, fear, concentration, intense 
strain. Theta is extremely peculiar and elusive; I'll save its 
discussion for another time. 

“In complete EMS insulation, were this possible, these 
would just indicate each brain’s discrete condition and 
activity. The Atlanteans further recognized, however, that 
each human brain is sensitive and subject to external, 
more powerful EMS radiation in these frequencies. Per 
the principle of resonance, it seeks to align itself with 
them, all of which occurs at the subconscious level. 
Humans cannot hear or otherwise sense these subsonics 
without instruments. 

“The Ahnenerbe has already begun experimenting 
with such technology. Imagine being able to simply send 
an attacking army to sleep on a battlefield without firing a 
shot, for instance. 

“However it is not quite as simple as creating a delta- 
gun and pointing it at an antagonist. These waves are 
generally omnidirectional and difficult to shield against. 
You might send your enemy to sleep, but you'd be 
sleeping right next to him as well. 

“What the Atlanteans further understood was that the 
Earth itself is a natural, and extremely powerful, EMS 
generator. All of the planet’s natural forces are subject to 
its EMS fields, including all life forms, continuously and 
where humans are concerned, mostly unconsciously. And 
I haven’t even touched upon the area of extraterrestrial 
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EMS, which Atlantis found to be an even more vast and 
complex area of influence. 

“In examining the Earth’s EMS, the Atlanteans were 
able to calculate and map various paths, and strong and 
weak areas of radiation related to them. In our own era, 
you may have heard of something called ‘Ley Lines’ - a 
term used by an amateur British archzologist in 1921 to 
describe presumed natural and artificial alignments in 
landforms and human structures with imagined ‘Earth 
forces. He was unaware of the EMS field phenomena 
detected by the Atlanteans, but intuitively he came closer 
to actuality than he could imagine. 

“To put it most simply, there are intersections 
between Earth’s EMS fields and those of the Sun - from 
the small to the large, from the instantaneous to the 
continuous. The Atlanteans were well on their way to 
completing detailed calculations and maps of these, with 
a view not just to prediction but to be utilized in 
augmenting artificial generations by their scientists. Thus 
they thought to magnify fairly small, artificial generations 
to widespread, even planetary impact. 

“As we continued to decipher the Atlantean EMS 
maps, we were fascinated to discover how many of 
Earth’s natural and artificial features relate to them. 
Thus, for example, the placement of Stonehenge in 
England, and the importance attributed to the 
Externsteine in our own country are not merely 
imaginative: these and various other structures of note 
happen to be positioned almost precisely on one of these 
field-intersection portals. This can serve both passively 
and actively, although in our own civilizations it appears 
humans knew and used only the passive functions. 
Thanks to the Atlantean maps, the Ahnenerbe is now 
developing the capacity to use the more basic active 
options. Which brings us back to the Bell. 
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“Atlantis developed the Bell as an EMS wave 
generator to be used in conjunction with appropriate field 
intersections. You will recall that the Reichsführer settled 
on this Castle, the Wewelsburg, as a metaphysical locus 
for the SS after canvassing almost every castle in 
Germany. There seemed to be something uniquely 
compelling about this Castle, despite its small size and 
simple design. It so happens, however, that the 
Wewelsburg, and most specifically its North Tower, are 
situated precisely on the most powerful and versatile 
EMS field-intersection in all of Europe. Constructing and 
activating an Atlantean Bell here, therefore, has the 
potential to generate and project specific, aligned, and 
harmonized EMS waves of continental impact. 

“So in the exact conjunction of the Castle with the 
portal - the base of the North Tower - we have positioned 
just such a Bell. We will show it to you after this briefing. 

“But for you to appreciate the full significance of this, 
I must first address Europe’s purely-natural state, which 
as it turns out, is a strong but irregular beta, mixed only 
occasionally with periods of alpha, and even more rarely 
with bursts of theta. 

“Altogether this is a glaringly-stark explanation for 
the instability, hatreds, and warfare that have plagued 
Europe throughout its history. To which the same EMS 
mixture has provoked the creativity and ambition which 
have advanced this subcontinent significantly faster and 
farther than other regions of the planet. 

“Why have all treaties, all collective efforts towards a 
lasting peace - most recently the League of Nations - 
failed so quickly and completely? The Atlanteans would 
take one look at this EMS environment and consider it 
inevitable. 

“As the Reichsführer has explained it to the 
Ahnenerbe, Führer, you have come up with the best 
possible, most practical plan for ending this war and 
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stabilizing Europe. But for these invisible, unsensed EMS 
reasons, it too would be doomed to fail without anyone 
knowing or comprehending why. 

“This is what we propose to correct. We have 
constructed a Bell in the base of the North Tower, code- 
named Walhalla, which, when activated and amplified by 
the EMS portal intersecting it, will replace all of Europe’s 
natural EMS atmosphere with one of synchronized alpha 
during the daytime, blending into delta at night. It will be 
a mental bath of tranquillity, trust, friendship, and 
cooperation for everyone within its radius, creating the 
best possible climate for your sociopolitical prospectus to 
succeed. Now everyone will want it to! 

“Later on, once initial harmony and stability have 
been achieved, we can carefully blend-in a measure of 
beta sufficient to stimulate Europe’s genius within 
constructive and cooperative parameters. The Bell 
enables this to be done in a steady, measured stream 
rather than the haphazard, extreme spasms which have 
been characteristic of Europe’s natural state. The new 
Europe will be the best EMS environment for humanity 
on Earth, instead of the most dangerous and deadly. 

“And of course this Bell operation will remain a secret 
for the same reason that we have kept its source a secret. 
We cannot release such science into the world until we 
have taken all possible precautions against its misuse. 

“This concludes the Ahnenerbe’s briefing, Fuhrer. 
Unless you have any questions, we would like to visit the 
North Tower so that you can see this Bell for yourself.” 

Hitler, who had remained alert but impassive 
throughout Hecke’s presentation, remained silent for 
perhaps a minute. Then, motioning Himmler to keep his 
seat, he stood up and invited Hecke to take a chair as 
well. He walked slowly over to the ornate fireplace, 
leaned against its mantel, looked thoughtfully around the 
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room and at both of them. Finally he spoke, more softly 
and deliberately than either of his audience could recall. 

“Thank you for this briefing, Daniela. It’s not often 
that I have found myself at a loss for words, but this is 
certainly one such occasion. 

“I approve the use of your Bell as you have proposed 
it. As I mentioned in Mein Kampf, I have long been aware 
of the susceptibility of people’s moods to such natural 
factors as the time of day, temperature, and individual 
energy levels. But I confess I had never suspected that the 
natural electromagnetic environment has so pervasive 
and profound an effect. It’s probably just as well that 
humanity has remained ignorant of this, else we might 
have encountered experiments in such media by 
amateurs without the knowledge and prudence you were 
able to acquire from your excavations.” 

He permitted himself a slight smile as he continued: 

“Where Atlantis is concerned, I am actually not all 
that surprised; indeed your discovery in the Azores 
alleviates a long-held suspicion of mine that either Plato’s 
civilization or something akin to it simply needed to have 
existed prior to our tracing of recorded history a mere 
five thousand years ago. Humanity has been at its present 
level of evolution for at least the last hundred thousand 
years; its incomprehensible that nothing significant 
happened for the first ninety-five thousand. 

“Something else occurred to me while listening to 
your presentation, however. I don’t know whether it’s 
also occurred to you, but I want the Ahnenerbe to take a 
careful look at it: 

“Judging from the high level of Atlantean civilization, 
the original island had been stable for a very long time; 
obviously there had been no need to evacuate it due to 
something like volcanic activity. Nor in our own time 
have the Azores been plagued by volcanic activity from 
the projecting mountains. 
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“Yet on what was apparently just one occasion 
unknown years ago, every volcano on the island erupted 
so suddenly and violently as to destroy the entire island 
and its human civilization. 

“What does that suggest? To me, when you say that 
this occurred at a time when Atlantis’ scientists were 
testing this Bell with such extensive power potential over 
the Earth’s natural electromagnetic fields, it implies that 
the catastrophe was not a mere accident of nature. I 
suspect it was the result of a Bell experiment which for 
whatever reason exceeded its safety parameters.” 

He caught and held both Himmler’s and Hecke’s eyes. 

“I hardly need say that if there is the slightest 
possibility that I am correct in this, it is of the utmost 
importance that you do not risk the same mistake.” 

Hecke said nothing, but for once her composure was 
obviously shaken, as Hitler noticed that the blood had 
drained from her face. Himmler’s expression was 
unchanged, but he said, “No, Fuhrer, we had not 
considered that, but it makes terrifying sense. You have 
my word that we shall take every precaution against such 
a consequence here. Fortunately the activation of the Bell 
as we have outlined it in this application is at the extreme 
low end of its power-potential. I will give orders that its 
construction be modified so that it is incapable of being 
energized beyond that level.” 

“Good. We have not returned Germany to its original 
size and prosperity only to see it vanish into the Rhine. 

“Well, let’s go see this Glocke of yours.” 

Hecke, now recovered, led the way not to the North 
Tower's courtyard door, but out across the drawbridge 
and down to the outside of the Tower, where Hitler saw 
that a section of the stones actually camouflaged a thick 
steel door. After she had unlocked it, the three of them 
passed through into a short flight of stone steps leading 
down into the Walhalla: 








Hitler stopped at the base of the stairs, silently taking 
in the strange, almost unEarthly chamber which met his 
gaze. Around its perimeter was a stone walkway into 
which protruded twelve stone pedestals, each holding a 
conical, wire-wrapped electrical device like nothing he 
had ever seen before. The stone walls curved upwards 
into a dome, the thickness of which was accented by an 
array of small, deeply-recessed windows through which 
the morning Sunlight provided a ghostly illumination. 

But all of this merely accented the chamber’s central 
feature, a shallow circular central pit in which rested 
what was very obviously the Bell itself: 
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“It’s completely inert at this time,” said Himmler. “It’s 
safe to examine closely and to touch if you wish.” 

Hitler noticed a shallow step descending into the pit, 
and descended it to the side of the Bell. He reached out a 
hand to touch it, drew it back sharply. “What 1s that?” 

“We don't know exactly,” said Hecke, who had walked 
down to stand beside him. “That’s the Bell just as we 
found it in Atlantis. We have examined its interior 
through the ports at its top, and also with the aid of X- 
rays, which interestingly are not stopped by its outer 
shell. But as you can see and feel, that shell is not steel 
nor indeed any other metal with which were familiar. 
And as you've noticed, it has a rubbery, slick texture to it, 
almost as though it’s some kind of living organism. We 
even looked into that possibility, but medical instruments 
detect no signs of metabolism or either animal or 
vegetable cellular structure. And we cannot even begin to 
guess its age, although as you can see it looks absolutely 
fresh and new, despite resting down in Atlantis for 
countless millennia.” 

Her remarks reminded Hitler that he had just touched 
an actual artifact from Plato’s fabled myth. Except that it 
wasn't a myth after all. He shivered slightly, returned to 
the circular walkway surrounding the pit. He looked 
again at the stone pedestals with their bizarre electrical 
devices. Hecke was still in the pit, apparently mesmerized 
by the Bell; it was Himmler who responded this time: 

“Those are what are called “Tesla Coils’, invented, or 
perhaps I should say re-invented by the American 
scientist Nikola Tesla about fifty years ago. When the 
Ahnenerbe team found the Bell in Atlantis, it was within a 
similar circle of twelve of these, though at the time the 
team did not know what they were nor associate them 
with the Bell’s operation. Only later, upon deciphering 
the old records, did we learn that for the Bell to function 
safely it had to be within a field of electrical resonant 


-55 - 


transformer circuits. By pure coincidence Tesla had 
conceived and created just what was needed: high- 
voltage, low-current, high-frequency alternating current. 
Exactly how the Bell utilizes this linked field we do not 
know, but curiously it will not function without it. When 
the array is switched on, the display is quite spectacular - 
and harmless, although you'd think that anyone standing 
near it would be incinerated. 

“Daniela, why don’t you activate that far coil, so that 
the Fuhrer can see the show?” 

She grinned, walked over to it, and threw a switch at 
its base: 
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Hitler jumped back in spite of himself, then laughed 
as he saw Himmler’s smile. “You should see the Walhalla 
when all twelve of them are running. It looks like 
something out of Doré brought to life.” 

“Just don’t let Speer see them, or he'll have the 
Zeppelinfeld ringed with them the way he did with those 
searchlights.” 

Hecke deactivated the coil beside her and rejoined 
them by the door. 





As Hitler took a last look at the chamber, once again 
eerily silent, he noticed an intricate design at the apex of 
the domed ceiling directly above the Bell. Its outlines 
were barely visible, but familiar, in the faint lightstreams 
from the high windows: 





“Yes,” said Himmler. “It looks almost like one of ours, 
but that is actually one of two designs in the Wewelsburg 
precisely duplicated from Atlantis. The other is directly 
above it, but I would like to show it to you at an 
appropriate later time.” 
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As they reascended the stairs from the Walhalla and 
walked back into the central courtyard through the 
Castle’s main gate, Himmler added a few more comments 
about the ceiling design: 

“You of course noticed its similarity, but not identity 
to the basic swastika. As we know, the National Socialists 
adopted the swastika from the Thule Gesellschaft, but 
other than its being a visually striking design, not much 
thought was given to its origins. You don’t see it as part of 
the old Runic alphabet, for instance. Yet it is certainly 
both ancient and worldwide; the Ahnenerbe came across 
it in Egypt, and it is a common symbol in Buddhism. 

“When the Ahnenerbe team came across this 
Walhalla design in Atlantis, therefore, the immediate 
speculation was that it might be a parent design for a 
later, simplified swastika. It was carefully copied, and it 
was my decision to incorporate it into the Walhalla, 
because it seemed to be characteristic of ceiling or dome 
apexes there.” 

“Our assumption based upon our translations to date 
is that it is not merely decorative, but is an application of 
what is tentatively translated as ‘shape waves’,” said 
Hecke. “From what we've deciphered so far, you might 
think of this as a sort of visual-spectrum counterpart to 
the sonic and subsonic influences on mental processes. 
We see and distinguish objects and their colors because 
of the visual-range bounce-back of illumination striking 
them. We are accustomed to this being generally an 
unremarkable process of daily life. 

“The Atlanteans, however, pursued it to a decidedly 
metaphysical precision. To take a very simple example, 
look at a circle and also at a swastika. The circle appears 
relaxing and calm. The swastika is just the opposite: 
shocking and dynamic, which effect may be increased by 
changing it from a ‘resting’ to a ‘moving’ angle, which is 
why our rendition is more striking than the Buddhist one. 
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“The question is how far into the mind we can take 
this. Our artists, architects, and photographers merely 
accept and use such cues as devices for effect which need 
no further explanation. You have to go as far back as 
Egypt, with its precisely-proportioned and coordinated 
pylon gates, obelisks, and pyramids to find intensity 
beyond the convenient and superficial. 

“We suspect that the Walhalla design may be a sort of 
balanced extreme of the swastika-principle - the 
maximum multiplicity of right-angles - to neutralize the 
mental effect of an unbroken, curved environment such 
as a dome. Something like a lens or mirror that 
accumulates the drained energy and reflects it back to the 
source. If we’re correct in this, Agrippa made a serious, if 
unintentional error in leaving the apex of his Pantheon in 
Rome an open hole to the sky. The result would be an 
energy and consciousness vacuum for anyone remaining 
inside the dome for any length of time.” 

They had come to what was evidently the main 
entrance to the Wewelsburg’s built-out western wall. This 
time two SS men were standing on either side of it, and 
upon their arrival snapped to attention, saluted, and 
opened the double-doors with perfect coordination. 

Within Hitler saw a magnificent dining-hall, the main 
feature of which was a long table between two lines of 
tall, tan-leather chairs decorated with impressed runes, 
glyphs, and mythical-beast designs. At the far end an 
elegant carved-wooden staircase wound upwards in a 
graceful spiral. 

Standing behind the chairs were what were 
presumably the senior officers of the Castle, all of whom 
repeated the door-guards’ salute, which Hitler gravely 
acknowledged. At a word from Himmler, all present took 
their seats, and Hitler was treated to a vegetarian feast 
rivaling anything hed experienced in Berlin and 
Berchtesgaden. 
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The events and topics of the morning were not 
mentioned, but the Fuhrer enjoyed tales about the 
Castle’s history and reconstruction, never ceasing to be 
amazed at the richness of Germany’s history even in its 
more remote regions. After coffee and dessert had been 
served, he affably inscribed copies of Mein Kampf and 
posed with several of the officers for photographs. A good 
two hours had elapsed before Himmler thanked the 
assemblage for their attendance, the gracious but subtle 
cue for them to return to their responsibilities. This 
included Brigadeftihrerin von Hecke, who Hitler noted 
with some amusement was easily the object of more 
attention and admiration during the banquet than the 
Reichsführer-SS and the Fuhrer of the Greater German 
Reich combined. 

Remaining behind with the two of them now were, as 
Hitler had requested, Gruppenführer Reinhard Heydrich 
of the SS-Sicherheitsdienst and Gruppenführer Theodor 
Eicke of the concentration camp administration. 





The four of them retired to Himmler’s suite, and when 
they were seated, Hitler began by summarizing for 
Heydrich and Eicke the peace plan he had presented to 
the government principals prior to his Wewelsburg visit. 
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He made no mention of any of the morning’s discussions 
with Hecke, or of the Bell. Even within the SS, he knew, 
the guiding principle was “the need to know”. Then he 
explained the reason for their presence now, for which 
there was clearly just such a need: 

“What I have to say now pertains, as you have 
surmised, to our concentration camp institution. Briefly, 
we established these camps upon taking power in order 
to quickly arrest and sequester militant dissident groups 
in Germany, most conspicuously the communists with 
whose street gangs the SA had engaged in almost 
continuous urban warfare. We had a limited window of 
time to prove to the Hindenburg government that we 
could deliver on our promise to end civil insurrection and 
rebuild the economy. The established criminal justice and 
prison system was utterly incapable of handling this 
situation, hence the camps that I directed Goring and his 
Gestapo to create. 

“Over this last decade the SS consolidated four such 
camps throughout Germany: Dachau, Lichtenburg, 
Sachsenhausen, and Buchenwald. Once the Polish action 
created a condition of international war with Britain and 
France, we also faced the dual problems of closed borders 
and conquered foreign countries with their resistance 
movements. So we have begun to establish similar camps 
in some of those locales. 

“I am not going to decry our original creation and use 
of the German camps after 1933. The country was in a 
state of severe crisis, and they were a necessary and 
urgent part of the solution if we did not wish to deal with 
sabotage and riots on an ongoing basis. 

“Today, obviously, that original rationale is no longer 
valid. Communism is no longer a threat here, but the 
camps remain, and are starting to spread beyond our 
borders. They have become a convenience, an 
expedience, to which we have become addicted. 
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“But I submit to you, gentlemen, that it is a terrible, 
shameful, and ultimately self-destructive addiction. It 
will poison Germany, casting a black cloud over whatever 
else we accomplish. All we need do is look at other 
countries examples: the Soviet Siberian gulag, the British 
Boer War, the American Indian reservations, and 
countless unknown, unpublicized such horrors of misery 
and death throughout the world. 

“We have held up our new Germany to be the society 
of humanity's greatest future. And yet here we are, not 
just drinking from the same poison cup but indeed filling 
it ever higher. 

“My prospectus for a new Europe obviously mandates 
that all such camps in the countries we are leaving be 
obliterated. There must be no question of leaving them to 
be used by the restored governments. 

“And as we do this outside of Germany, the same 
momentum must extend to ourselves as well. We must 
cure the addiction while we still can. 

“That is why I have called you two here. Theodor, my 
order to you is to close all four of the camps in Germany 
and either release or transfer their inmates to the 
ordinary justice system. 

“But this must be done in a humane and constructive 
manner. The first phase is to bring all inmates up to 
civilized standards of health and nutrition. Only then 
should they be released back into their original 
communities, or transferred to the justice system. I am 
not establishing an arbitrary deadline for this, because 
individual cases are obviously going to vary. But I expect 
it to be done resolutely and efficiently, with that same 
excellence Germany has come to expect of its SS. 

“Reinhard, your assignment is every bit as essential 
and important. Germanys momentum for war is not 
merely or even principally political; it is industrial and 
financial. There are strong business and monetary 
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interests which are profiting enormously from munitions, 
materiel, and commerce with other nations also caught 
up in the demands of warfighting. Your mission is to 
ensure their immediate and complete compliance with 
this peace policy. 

“You know what I have called you: ‘the man with the 
heart of iron’. That is why I have selected you for this 
particular mission. Tremendous pressure will be brought 
upon you, from bribery to threats. I expect you to crush it 
utterly.” 

“Zu Befehl, mein Fuhrer.” Heydrich smiled, but his 
eyes did not. 

“We are setting out,” said Hitler, “not just to temper 
but in some respects to dispel a decade of one of the most 
severe and uncompromising national reform and renewal 
measures imaginable. Here and now is where we preserve 
and strengthen the good while acknowledging and 
jettisoning the bad. Most countries with such addictions 
are incapable of curing them. It is the Honor and Loyalty 
of the SS which makes the crucial difference - which 
enables me to accomplish this. In you the spirit of the 
Teutonic Knights lives again. 

“And to seal this, Reichsftihrer?” 

Himmler stood and motioned for the two officers to 
do likewise. From a small case he took two ornate black- 
leather presentation boxes. Within each was a set of black 
collar tabs, each with two silver diamonds beneath its 
trefoil of silver oak leaves. “As Reichsführer-SS and with 
the approval of the Fuhrer, I promote each of you to the 
rank of Obergruppenfuhrer. May this commemorate this 
day from which we embark to perfect the German 
nation.” 

After the two officers departed, Himmler drew Hitler’s 
attention back to the North Tower, whose entrance from 
the central courtyard was visible from the windows of his 
suite. 








“The upper levels of the Tower are still under 
construction, but I think you might find what I’ve done so 
far of interest.” 

They left Himmler’s rooms in the southwest tower 
and walked across the courtyard to the North Tower’s 
door at its far end. As Himmler unlocked it, Hitler 
realized that, despite its prominence in the Castle, the 
North Tower was actually quite small: the Walhalla 
beneath and just a single chamber above it. The 
residential, dining, and research areas of the Castle were 
in the built-out walls, from which the North Tower’s two 
levels were not even directly accessible. It was thus not a 
true medieval keep, but a separate edifice. 
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Passing through the entrance, Hitler recognized the 
circular chamber beyond it immediately as inspired by 
the Grail Hall of Wagner’s Parsifal. 



































Well aware of Himmler’s fascination with ancient 
Germanic paganism, and antipathy for anything 
Christian, Hitler looked at him quizzically; he saw that 
the Reichsführer had anticipated his question. 

“I don’t think that either of us holds to the superficial 
interpretation of Parsifal. That is just there for audiences 
incapable of sensing its deeper symbolism, and numbed 
by generations of Christian indoctrination. 

“It was Wagner's music itself that first opened my 
eyes, or in this case my ears. The vistas it unfolds are 
anything but Christian; they reach to the majesty of the 
soul itself. The music not only thrills one’s inner 
consciousness; it orders, indeed dictates the operatic sets 
to visually complement its sonic revelation. 

“That is what I seek to do here, but without even the 
pretense of fantasy or entertainment that constricted 
Wagner - and which he loathed, causing him to insulate 
at least this, his final and greatest single opera, against it 
by forbidding its performance except at Bayreuth. Here at 
the Wewelsburg it will all be real, not imaginary.” 
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Himmler was clearly transfixed by the passion and 
intensity of his confession. He was, Hitler realized, utterly 
oblivious to the world they had just left, as though the 
door to the Tower were rather a gateway to a higher, 
more potent reality. His statement, Hitler perceived, had 
been as much an incantation to himself as a response to 
his guest. 

“You are most prescient, Heinrich. Music and 
architecture - Is it not in these disciplines that we find 
recorded the path of humanity's ascent? When I hear 
Wagner, it seems to me that I hear rhythms of a bygone 
world. I imagine to myself that one day science will 
discover, in the waves set in motion by the Rheingold, 
secret mutual relations connected with the order of the 
world. The observation of the world perceived by the 
senses precedes the knowledge given by exact science as 
well as by philosophy. It is insofar as percipient 
awareness approaches truth that it has value.” 

There were tears in his companion’s eyes, something 
Hitler had never before seen. 

“Adolf, if we have learned anything from our ordeals 
and travails in that world of horrors beyond the door, it is 
that it is a crucible of purification and self- 
transformation. That is the ultimate affirmation of 
Parsifal, of the Grail Mythos in its many manifestations. 

“What was it that drew Wagner to that Mythos? I 
think the answer is to be found in his Ring, the theme of 
which is that humanity is empowered, indeed impelled to 
overcome the wisdom of the gods through nothing more 
than emotion, passion. Siegfried is only an accidental, not 
a virtuous hero; in shattering Wotan’s spear with his 
sword, he defeats him but in that defeat inevitably dooms 
himself: the fate of passion without wisdom. 

“We see the consequences of this hubris in Parsifal, in 
which there are two men who have achieved the 
apotheosis of human wisdom - Klingsor, by his own effort 
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and Amfortas, by revelation. Both have finally seen their 
own souls in their majesty and depravity, and realized to 
their horror that they can do nothing to retrieve their lost 
innocence. 

“Parsifal escapes their respective fates by retaining his 
original innocence, even if ignorantly. Nor does he make 
Siegfried’s fatal mistake of lashing out blindly against this 
innocence, or allowing it to be stolen from him by 
Kundry. It is only thus that he is able to reenter the Grail 
Castle, and to be the agency of humanitys divine 
redemption through the Grail, the avatar of humanity 
become truly divine through wisdom, not passion. 

“Do you see what has happened today in Germany? 
You have become Siegfried, fulfilling Wagner's curse. Not 
by reason, but by passion you have overthrown the 
Hegelian divinity of the organic state, replacing it with a 
telos, a fulfillment of emotion supreme. This Germany is 
no longer a nation or state in the ordinary sense; it has 
become something more immediate and potent: an 
extension of your being, your will. That is both its 
unnatural strength and its precipice, because it is now 
one with your own mortality.” 

“And so you see yourself as its Klingsor,” said Hitler 
thoughtfully. “I begin to understand the true reason for 
this Castle of yours. It isn't a medieval fantasy or 
ceremonial symbol at all, is it? It’s a portal, a gateway 
through which, in such wisdom as you are striving to 
accumulate, you hope to find Germany’s redemption. 
Before it suffers the same fate as Wotan’s Asgard and 
disappears along with my eventual demise. 

“Well, Heinrich, that is also what Klingsor sought, and 
failed to accomplish through his own wisdom alone, 
remember?” 

“Yes, that is what I knew and feared until you 
summoned us to your office to divulge this extraordinary 
prospectus of yours. 
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“Do you realize, I mean truly realize what you have 
done, what you have resolved to do? You have elected to 
sacrifice yourself in order to redeem Germany. As 
incredible as it might sound, it is an act of nothing less 
than the mythological Christ, the cosmic redeemer who 
fulfilled the promise of Parsifal, of Wagner’s ultimate 
plea for the purification and divinity of humanity.” 

Hitler smiled faintly. “I see the analogy, not to 
mention the irony, but may I remind both of us that we’re 
not there yet, any more than your Wewelsburg is 
complete. All we have at present are a plan and a Bell! 
Now it falls to us to actualize the former and, well, ring 
the latter. So I had best be on my way back to Berlin and 
get started.” 

“In Wagner’s opera, Parsifal was redeemed by his 
ignorance and innocence, as the awakened, authentic 
Klingsor could not be, as Amfortas also realized to his 
horror and damnation upon confronting his own 
complete self in its majesty and depravity. 

“What have you and I done beyond that door? We 
have lifted Germany from near-mortal depths to heights 
so potent and fantastic as to seem, to our people, to the 
rest of the world, and finally to ourselves, as 
supernatural, as so fantastic that it has gone beyond what 
mankind should be able to achieve with nations. 

“Hegel saw the nation-state as a manifestation of the 
mind of God seeking to fully understand itself. Yet as 
Nietzsche feared and foretold, we have gone beyond God 
in what we have dared and realized. 

“Do you know why I was so silent in Berlin? Because 
what I saw you doing, to my astonishment and 
ravishment, was what Christ did at the culmination of 
Parsifal: redemption for its own sake, an innocence that I 
thought never to see in Germany again. Or, my friend and 
teacher, in you yourself. 
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“That is why we must seize upon this moment, this 
magic. We cannot, we dare not fail.” 

Adolf Hitler was moved to speechlessness. He stared 
at Himmler, numbed and, for perhaps the first time in his 
life, fearful of his own thoughts. 

How long the two men stood there, in the suspension 
of the Wewelsburg’s foreshadowing of its eventual Grail 
Hall neither could later recall. 

It was Himmler who finally broke the silence. “I 
promised to show you the second Atlantean glyph that 
the Ahnenerbe brought back from their excavation 
beneath the Azores. There it is, in the center of the floor.” 

“What is it? What does it signify?” 

“I can answer only approximately. It is the sign that 
was found on the entrance to the Atlantis Bell facility. We 
think it is a symbolic representation of that science: the 
two counterrotational circles of the Bell’s core 
mechanism, surrounded and balanced by the twelve 
emissions of the external coils. That is why I reproduced 
it here, as a talisman of the Bell directly beneath it. As we 
complete this Grail Hall, with its aspiration and energy to 
the stars above, so this symbol will serve to remind us 
that it is through such media as the Bell that we redeem 
our own planet.” 

“I have come to understand that today, Heinrich. And 
now, also like Parsifal, I must leave this Grail Castle after 
this first visit, to see if what we have determined to set in 
motion beyond its walls will justify a return.” 

The two men departed the North Tower; Hitler’s 
Mercedes was waiting by the drawbridge. After a final 
acknowledgment of the sentry’s salute, Hitler entered the 
car and gave instructions for the trip back to Berlin. He 
did not look back at the Wewelsburg, or the figure of 
Heinrich Himmler standing formally on the drawbridge. 








Chapter 3: The Reich Chancellery, Berlin 
August 3, 1940 


Upon returning to Berlin, Adolf Hitler gave Foreign 
Minister Joachim von Ribbentrop a list of possible sites 
for his proposed summit meeting. Known to Hitler, but 
not to Ribbentrop, was that the Ahnenerbe had devised 
the list on the basis of the locations’ receptivity to the 
electromagnetic portals utilized by the Wewelsburg Bell. 

Most of the candidates, Hitler noted with interest, 
were associated with pleasurable activities: resorts, 
beaches, Alpine retreats, and the like. Himmler explained 
that such locations brought some measure of respite from 
the EMS chaos of the rest of Europe, so individuals and 
groups seeking a restful, rejuvenating escape from daily 
stresses were subconsciously drawn to them. 

From the list Ribbentrop immediately chose Monte 
Carlo. “I think we can arrange for exclusive use of the 
Casino. In addition to being the most elegant and 
exclusive hotel in the city, it exudes the atmosphere of the 
prosperity which we want to bring to all of Europe.” 

“That’s a relief,” responded Hitler with a chuckle. “At 
first I thought you wanted attendees to consider this 
exercise as a gamble.” 
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“Well, it is that too, of course, but I think your guests 
will quickly come to realize that it is a far better one than 
the alternative of continuing on Europe's present course.” 

“Good point, Joachim. I also like its situation as 
uninvolved in and untouched by the recent military 
actions. Rather like Switzerland and Sweden, except that 
those countries have accordingly managed to become 
hotbeds of clandestine espionage and financial intrigue. 
Everyone seems to not want Monaco to fall victim to that. 

“Now let’s get down to the guest list. There are two 
preliminary meetings I want you to arrange before the 
main one: 

“First of all, I want a private meeting with the Duce. 
Italy has been our strongest friend and staunchest ally, so 
I want to pre-explain this plan to Mussolini as a courtesy. 
Also he’s by no means the buffoon critics caricature him 
to be, and he may well have some valuable insights and 
suggestions which haven't occurred to us. 

“The following morning I want a private meeting with 
Stalin, and that afternoon one with Stalin and Wtadystaw 
Sikorski, Poland’s Prime Minister in Exile. You'll need to 
contact him through the British government. 

“The main meeting, then, will commence on the third 
day, and is to consist of the prime ministers or similar 
heads of government of the countries presently under our 
occupation: Belgium, Czechoslovakia, Denmark, France, 
the Netherlands, and Norway. And this is very important: 
I want the individual each country regards as its 
legitimate head, not our occupation appointments. So in 
the case of France, for example, I want Daladier, not 
Pétain, understood?” 

“Understood, Fuhrer. You are seeking restoration of 
the status quo ante, then?” 

“With the complete disarmament provision. It’s going 
to be a little more complex in the case of Poland, both 
because of the Soviet occupation of its eastern half and 
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because of the Jewish situation. That’s the reason for my 
earlier meeting with Stalin and Sikorski. They’re both 
going to be very hard nuts to crack, not the least because 
they dislike each other as much or more than Germany. 

Ribbentrop shook his head, took a deep breath. “It’s 
going to be difficult enough just to get all of these people 
together at the same place and time!” 

“It may not be quite as daunting as you fear, Joachim. 
I’m not going to tell you why I say this; just trust me. 

“But I’m not through yet. I also want two additional 
observers at the main meeting: Britain’s Churchill and, I 
think, Cordell Hull from the United States. Then I would 
like a separate, private meeting with those two the day 
after the main meeting.” 

“Churchill I can understand, but why Hull - he’s just 
the American Secretary of State. Why not Roosevelt, if 
you re looking for heads of government?” 

“Two reasons. First, America’s still not officially at 
war, although Roosevelt is certainly trying hard enough 
to get around that technicality with his secretive 
transfers, convoys ... I understand his latest idea is 
something called ‘lend-lease’ as a way of giving material 
aid to our enemies gratis. Unlike all of the other invitees, 
we have not taken anything from Roosevelt that he wants 
back, and the American alienation from Germany he is 
trying to foster would suffer if he met with me personally. 
Hull is senior enough to be an acceptable compromise 
without being an apparent insult. 

“My second reason is not political, simply considerate. 
Franklin Roosevelt is a victim of polio, and has lost the 
use of his legs, although he goes to great lengths to 
disguise this from the American people. If he came to 
Monte Carlo, it would be painful and embarrassing.” 

“I quite understand.” 
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“Let me know when you've gotten this all arranged. 
Obviously the sooner the better. Here’s where you earn 
your salary, Joachim.” 

The Foreign Minister laughed. “I should say so, 
Fuhrer.” 





Chapter 4: The Casino of Monte Carlo 
Principality of Monaco 
October 16-19, 1940 


With characteristic flourish, Ribbentrop had indeed 
engaged not just any hotel in Monte Carlo, but the 
famous Casino itself. 

“It may not be Versailles,” he said, “but it should give 
everyone a taste of what this new Europe will be.” “As 
long as they do all right at the tables,” said Goebbels, 
which had brought a general laugh at the Fiihrer’s weekly 
cabinet meeting. 
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Behind the Casino’s gaming rooms were many lavish 
suites for the world’s wealthiest sybarites, and a 
sumptuous lounge overlooking the Mediterranean that 
would be “quite adequate”, as the Foreign Minister 
smugly put it, “for several days of international 
diplomacy”. 





The Chancellery, Berlin, October 10, 1940 


After what Hitler considered an astounding effort of 
diplomacy, the apparently-indefatigable Ribbentrop had 
finally managed to secure the personal attendance of 
every one of the national principals the Führer had 
identified. “Those whose countries we’re occupying were 
the easiest,” he said. “The moment I said that this 
meeting proposes our departure and their restoration, 
how could they say no? The one exception, as you 
anticipated, was Sikorski. He hadn’t been head of the pre- 
occupation Polish government, of course, and he 
considers Poland’s partitioning after that campaign as so 
devastating as to be unresolvable, the more so since it 
was a joint invasion and seizure by both Germany and the 
Soviet Union. In fact he refused to attend this meeting 
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until I told him about the prior one planned for both 
Stalin and himself along with you. Still I don’t think he 
quite believes me, but I asked Churchill to twist the rest 
of his arm. 

“Unsurprisingly Churchill was the other holdout. 
Britain’s not occupied, of course, and he’s very much 
determined to continue war with us. 

“But again in his case I found the key, which was his 
gnawing uncertainty about the United States, without 
whose support all of his heroic bluster would come to 
nothing. Britain is exhausted from the continental defeat 
of France and the near-disaster at Dunkirk, and is 
running desperately short of funds to purchase American 
materiel. When I said that Hull had agreed to attend - 
you were right about this being much more politically 
discrete than an approach to Roosevelt himself - he 
couldn't stay away, if only to prevent any deal between 
the United States and Germany behind Britain’s back. 

“Stalin agreed surprisingly quickly; you'll remember 
how excruciating the non-aggression pact negotiations 
were. My sense is that he’s extremely dependent upon 
that pact and, frankly, fearful that at any time you might 
ignore it and invade him anyway. 

“On a hunch I checked with General Heydrich to see 
what his SD might have to say about Soviet rearmament, 
and he pointed me to a young Major over in OKW named 
Gehlen, Reinhard Gehlen. Make a note of him, Fuhrer; 
he’s got a nose for Intelligence like a steel trap. 

“Major Gehlen is quite adamant that the Soviet Union 
is building up its armed forces all along its western 
borders as fast as it possibly can in secret. Initially 
defensive, but he says that his sources indicate long- 
range offensive capabilities are next. 

“In short, Fuhrer, if you don’t attack Russia very soon, 
Russia's going to attack you.” 
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“That was very resourceful of you, Joachim. I'll 
definitely take a closer look at Gehlen. And this news 
obviously makes this meeting, and peace prospectus, all 
the more timely.” 

“Did I mention that the government heads were the 
easy part? The big headache was producing a language 
translation system to facilitate a conference with ten 
different languages: German, English, French, Italian, 
Czech, Russian, Danish, Dutch, Norwegian, and Polish. 
Everything has to be translated into everything else 
almost instantly if you're going to have a normal 
conversation. It was also Gehlen who suggested I see the 
Reichsmarschall about this problem: Not only does his 
spy service have the linguists, but from his 
communication-intrusion operations, as he enjoys calling 
them, wireless earpieces with microphones which all 
attendees can comfortably and unobtrusively wear. 

“All of the translators will be in another room in the 
Casino, so none of them will know who’s speaking at any 
moment. But the radioed translations will be almost 
instantaneous.” 

“Again, well done!” 


The Casino, Monte Carlo, October 16, 1940 


And now it was the morning of the 16th. Hitler had 
arrived unobtrusively in Monte Carlo the previous 
evening, checking into his suite at the Casino. It had been 
a long and exhausting train-ride, and the enormity and 
complexity of what he was setting out to do had left him 
nervous and sleepless until midnight. 

This morning, however, he awoke bursting with 
energy and optimism. The morning Sun streamed 
through the suite’s windows, and he walked out onto the 
veranda to admire the view and take deep breaths of the 
crisp Mediterranean air. 
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Then he laughed. This was the day when Himmler had 
switched on that Bell of his. “It’s true,” he thought. “It’s 
working just as he and Hecke said it would. Let’s see what 
it does to Benito.” 





Benito Mussolini 
President of the Council of Ministers of Italy 


At ten o'clock they met in Mussolini’s suite for 
breakfast, which the Duce had insisted be prepared by his 
own chef rather than the Casino’s. It was delicious, and 
yes, Mussolini was in near-jubilant spirits. For a moment 
Hitler considered telling him about the Bell, then decided 
against it; an influence that fantastic could be too easily 
misinterpreted. Nevertheless it was heartening, and he 
began to think that his venture might succeed after all. 

Over some extremely aromatic Italian coffee “just this 
side of espresso”, Mussolini listened carefully and 
attentively as Hitler detailed his plan. 

“I like it, Adolf. It’s not only workable, but indeed 
inescapably essential if we don’t want to see Europe 
collapsing down around us, which I think we both know 
would happen sooner or later. From Julius Cesar to 
Napoleon, conquering this continent is one thing; 
preserving that conquest entirely another. And each time 
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it just seems to get more unstable, more vengeful, and 
finally more violent. Witness the World War we've just 
been through. A second such war would be nothing short 
of apocalyptic. 

“You're welcome to attribute your plan to our Axis 
rather than Germany alone if you think it prudent. For 
one thing, Germany’s done all of the invading and 
conquering by itself, which has earned you the 
displeasure of the dispossessed. Yes, we declared war on 
France at the last minute as a gesture of solidarity, but I 
daresay everyone - especially the French and the 
Germans, if I may be candid - regarded this as almost 
comic theater. 

“The world thinks that you Germans actually enjoy 
war, while we Italians enjoy pasta and wine. Well, that 
was a nice breakfast, wasn’t it?” 

Hitler laughed. “That’s very gracious of you, Benito, 
and you've redoubled my resolve to show you what we 
Bavarians can do with Jagerschnitzel and a glass of wine 
from the Rhineland on your next trip north. 

“I think I'll keep this as Germany’s plan, because I 
believe it will embody the starker contrast to the present 
state of things if coming from us, indeed from myself. 
What I would appreciate from you is your perceptive eyes 
on the other attendees, and perhaps a quiet, private word 
to any of them who might appear unconvinced or 
indecisive. This is, after all, a big plan, a big step for all of 
us. The potential benefits are indeed impressive. 

“I know you didn’t come here expecting your plan to 
be reinforced by similar gestures from other nations, but 
I think I can manage to do exactly that. Let’s review a 
little recent Italian history: 

“As you know, one of my initial ambitions was a 
restoration of the Roman Empire in some modern 
semblance. I envisioned not so much conquests and 
annexations as a network of protectorates around Mare 
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Nostrum - “Our Sea”, the Mediterranean. For a long time 
Britain and France have controlled it and access to the 
Suez Canal, with colonies in eastern North Africa, bases 
in Gibraltar and Malta, the French in Corsica and 
Tunisia ... as irritating to Italy as the loss of Germany's 
vital pre-World War border areas was to you. 

“Why do you think I took Ethiopia five years ago? We 
certainly didn’t want or need it as a colony. But together 
with our colony in Somalia, we were going to use it as a 
staging ground for a northward attack through Sudan to 
Egypt, the goal being control of Suez. 

“That of course was also why we formally entered the 
war against Britain and France this June - not because we 
wanted anything of France itself, but rather a bloodless 
takeover of Corsica and Sardinia, and eventually, if 
Britain became sufficiently preoccupied with you, its 
bases on Cyprus, Malta, and Gibraltar. These together 
with Suez would have made that sea out there” - 
Mussolini waved a hand towards the window - “once 
again Mare Nostrum.” 

“But you didn’t take Suez.” 

“We advanced as far as southern Egypt, but we failed 
to appreciate the importance of the British Navy’s grip on 
the entire Mediterranean. They could and did supply 
their forces; we could not reach ours. Also our 
armaments were largely leftovers from the World War - 
not nearly on a par with Britain’s or France’s. I blame 
myself for that fatal oversight. 

“So as things stand now, we are stalemated in the 
Mediterranean. We've been successful only in the short 
distances where the British Navy isn’t decisive; hence our 
conquest of Albania just across the Adriatic shortly after 
the Munich Conference. Not that it was all that difficult: 
Albania already had a sizable Italian population, and was 
hardly a major military power. But it was a talking-point 
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for domestic morale, and another jewel for King Vittorio’s 
crown.” 

“So what is it that you propose to do here, Benito?” 

“Quite simple: To make a show of following your 
example by departing both Albania and Ethiopia. With 
the same total-disarmament provision, of course - which 
should hardly be a burden to either of them!” 

Hitler laughed. “No, I don’t suppose so. But to make 
this palatable at home, you're going to have to get 
something in return. What exactly?” 

“Something neither Britain nor France will miss: a 
formal guarantee of non-interference with Italian 
commerce within and without the Mediterranean. If we 
can ignore the bases on Gibraltar and Malta, we don’t 
need to have our flag flying over them.” 

“I think we can manage that - certainly in the case of 
France, and most probably in Britain’s case too. It doesn’t 
see you as a threat to its Empire any more; at least that is 
something from the Egyptian campaign that can be 
turned to your advantage in this much more practical 
way.” 

“Good. And as it happens, this takes me off another 
very imminent and problematical hook: Our military, still 
smarting from the defeats in northeast Africa, has been 
pushing me hard for an invasion of Greece. The Roman 
Empire again, and again over land so as not to require 
maritime logistical support. The only problem, Adolf, is 
that I don’t think the Greeks are going to be nearly as 
cooperative as the Albanians. I think it would be a 
morass, a military disaster. This plan of yours will enable 
me to call it completely off.” 

“Again I agree with you. I’m a bit of a history buff, you 
know, and I’m well aware of how tenacious Greece has 
been against threatening neighbors. That might not be so 
much of a problem were it the German Wehrmacht 
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invading, but as you colorfully put it, we’ve more talent 
for combat than you.” 

Mussolini laughed. “Thats because you've all grown 
up with Wagner's operas. Down here our taste runs to 
opera buffa - the comedies of Rossini and his ilk. 

“Well, my old friend, if we're going to pull this off, I’m 
going to do what no one else on this planet has the 
courage to do: kick you out of here so that I can spend the 
rest of today, and probably most of tomorrow, smoothing 
the roads for all of this back on my peninsula. Do you 
think Vittorio is going to miss that Albanian jewel in his 
crown?” 


The Casino, Monte Carlo, October 17, 1940 


The following morning it was the same invigorating 
rush of feeling, and Hitler again marveled at the uncanny 
effect of the Bell: so distant, yet so pervasive this far 
away. A good thing too, he mused, because with Stalin 
I'm going to need it. 





Joseph Stalin 
General Secretary of 

the Communist Party 
of the Soviet Union 
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It was the same warm, balmy weather, and after 
meeting the Soviet leader at his suite, Hitler suggested 
that they stroll in the beautifully-landscaped gardens 
while talking. This, he surmised, might also ease any 
suspicions Stalin might have about being surveilled. 

“Before we get to the matter at hand, Joseph, I would 
like to present you with a personal gift.” [Ribbentrop had 
suggested calling attendees by their first names to further 
“break the ice”. | 

From a small briefcase he took out a finely-bound 
copy of Mein Kampf. It was in Russian; the embossed 
cover title Moa 6opvéa. 

He opened the book to show Stalin what he had 
written, also in Russian, on the title page: 


Presented to Joseph Stalin thiy 17th 
day of October 1940, with one torn-out 
page which, with related passages, wil 
be deleted from future editions. 
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Stalin read the inscription, looked up at him 
curiously, but said nothing. Hitler then turned to a 
bookmarked page, carefully tore it out, initialed both the 
book and the torn page, and handed them both to Stalin. 
The removed page read: 





Never forget that the rulers of present-day Russia are 
common blood-stained criminals; that they are the scum of 
humanity which, favored by circumstances, overran a 
great state in a tragic hour, slaughtered and wiped out 
thousands of her leading intelligentsia i in wild blood lust, and 
now for almost ten years have been carrying on the most 
cruel and tyrannical regime of all time. 
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Furthermore, do not forget that these rulers belong to a 
race which combines, in a rare mixture, bestial cruelty and an 
inconceivable gift for lying, and which today more than ever is 
conscious of a mission to impose its bloody oppression on the 
whole world. Do not forget that the international Jew who 
completely dominates Russia today regards Germany not as an 
ally, but as a state destined to the same fate. 

The danger to which Russia succumbed is always present 
for Germany. Only a bourgeois simpleton is capable of 
imagining that Bolshevism has been exorcised. With 
his superficial thinking he has no idea that this is an instinctive 
process; that is, the striving of the Jewish people for world 
domination, a process which is just as natural as the urge of 
the Anglo-Saxon to seize domination of the earth. And just as 
the Anglo-Saxon pursues this course in his own way and 
carries on the fight with his own weapons, likewise the Jew. He 
goes his way, the way of sneaking in among the nations and 
boring from within, and he fights with his weapons, with lies 
and slander, poison and corruption, intensifying the struggle to 
the point of bloodily exterminating his hated foes. 

In Russian Bolshevism we must see the attempt 
undertaken by the Jews in the twentieth century to achieve 
world domination. Just as in other epochs they strove to reach 
the same goal by other, though inwardly related processes. 
Their endeavor lies profoundly rooted in their essential nature. 

Germany is today the next great war aim of Bolshevism. It 
requires all the force of a young missionary idea to raise our 
people up again, to free them from the snares of 
this international serpent, and to stop the inner contamination 
of our blood, in order that the forces of the nation thus set free 
can be thrown in to safeguard our nationality, and thus can 
prevent a repetition of the recent catastrophes down to the 
most distant future. 

If we pursue this aim, it is sheer lunacy to ally ourselves 
with a power whose master is the mortal enemy of our future. 
How can we expect to free our own people from the fetters of 
this poisonous embrace if we walk right into it? How shall we 
explain Bolshevism to the German worker as an accursed 
crime against humanity if we ally ourselves with 
the organizations of this spawn of hell, thus recognizing it in 
the larger sense? 


Stalin looked up; there were conflicting emotions in 
his eyes. “Thank you,” he said. He closed the book with 
the page tucked inside it. Hitler gave him the small 
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briefcase to hold it. The two men sat down on a nearby 
bench in the garden. 

“Joseph, I did this not to excuse the past, but to 
address the future - our future, Europe’s future, possibly 
that of the world. We have come to a crossroads: to 
rescue or to disaster. It is my earnest hope that we will 
return home to tell our people that we have chosen the 
former. 

“We both know that our non-aggression pact was 
nothing but a mutual expediency to divide Poland and 
buy time for us both beyond that. I know that you still 
fear a repeat of the World War invasion, and are driving 
your military and industry relentlessly to reinforce your 
western borders.” 

Stalin’s eyes widened slightly. “Am I wrong? Can you 
blame us?” 

“Joseph, any student of world history knows what 
Russia has endured from successive European invasions - 
from the Teutonic Knights through Napoleon and finally 
the World War. How else could a revolution as 
overwhelming as Lenin’s have succeeded where both the 
Czar and the Kerensky regimes failed? 

“Why did you want half of Poland if not to complete 
your shield of buffer states? 

“We also know that it was not just Germany which 
feared and, in our National Socialism revolution 
destroyed, communism. For years you've been defending 
yourselves against “White Russian’ expeditions and 
conspiracies, openly supported and funded by Western 
capitalists. All while driving Russia relentlessly from 
medieval anachronism to modern industrialism. 

“You know that you have a reputation even darker 
than my own, if I may be so candid; it’s just that at the 
moment National Socialist Germany is seen as the more 
immediate danger to the old oligarchies. But if they were 
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to destroy us, they would turn back on you the next 
moment.” 

Stalin sighed. “Everything you've said is true, of 
course. And you have called us all here because you have 
a plan to remedy these dismal forecasts?” 

“Yes, I believe so. But Germany cannot accomplish 
this alone. We will need everyone’s cooperation, and most 
crucially yours. The Soviet Union not only has the most to 
lose if we fail, but the most to gain if we succeed.” 

Over the nest hour the Fuhrer proceeded to outline 
his peace plan to his Soviet counterpart. Stalin listened 
carefully, interrupted for only a few clarifications. When 
Hitler had finished, he nodded thoughtfully. 

“Yes, it might just work. The Soviet Union will help to 
make it work. But I sense this is not the only reason were 
meeting here in advance of your general presentation 
tomorrow, Adolf. What else is on your mind?” 

Hitler noted Stalin’s use of his first name; it was a 
good sign. That Bell again, he mused. 

“It has to do with Poland. It won’t be enough for 
Germany to give back its portion - by which I mean to the 
pre-World War borders, not the Versailles confiscations. 
For Poland to revive as a state, youll need to end your 
eastern occupation as well. 

“Now, of course, there is no longer any need for an 
anti-Germany buffer there. Additionally it would be an 
important and dramatic gesture in support of my plan’s 
occupational roll-back theme, of vital importance to 
transforming it from the German to the multinational. 

“I met with Mussolini yesterday. He gave me his 
permission to tell you that tomorrow he will announce 
Italy’s similar abandonment of Albania and Ethiopia. If 
you add the Soviet Union’s endorsement, it will move 
everyone that much closer towards unanimous 
acceptance. 
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Stalin chuckled. “Well, I think Benito’s just as glad for 
a convenient escape from his Roman Empire fantasies. 
But I agree it will have an impact, particularly upon those 
who don’t know that much about Italy’s actual 
capabilities. The Duce should stick to parades and bare- 
chested construction project commemorations. I was 
wondering whether you were going to follow his example 
and take off your shirt for the Munich Art Museum 
ceremony.” 

Hitler smiled. “If I had his torso, I might have. I’m 
afraid that our senior leadership has a way to go yet to 
realized the Aryan superman.” 

“If you leave western Poland, we'll leave the east. But 
the next question is who will take the reins in this revived 
ghost of a country?” 

“We'll meet with him after lunch. Wiadystaw Sikorski, 
the announced “Prime Minister in Exile”. 

“I know of him, but haven’t met him. Tough dog, been 
haranguing the British and French relentlessly to destroy 
Germany and get Poland back like they promised last 
year. That backfired on France, obviously, and I hear 
Churchill’s rapidly losing patience with his belligerence 
while he has his hands full desperately bombing Sea 
Lion.” 

“You wouldn't think it would be that hard to get the 
Wehrmacht across the Channel, would you? Actually it 
isn’t: The boats could wait while we landed troops by 
parachute and glider, seizing enough airfields to land 
some large transports. But frankly I don’t want to capture 
Britain - never did. It’s important for world stability as a 
maritime force, while we’d rather just pick our teeth with 
enough U-boats to discourage annoyances. Also 
Roosevelt would throw a fit and find some way, any way, 
to stop us. And that, to borrow an American saying, 
would be the ball game. 
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“Some fools dismiss the United States as a weak, 
mongrel patchwork of dust bowl economic devastation 
exploited by Hollywood and New York for their own 
predatory enrichment. There’s a measure of truth in that, 
and it’s also why Roosevelt is running out of time with his 
‘New Deal’ stopgaps. He needs a war, a big war, and he 
knows it. I’m not going to give it to him. 

“Unified and mobilized by war, America is an 
economic powerhouse, and one so insulated by the 
oceans that you can’t reach it to invade it or bomb it. Also 
all of it is productive; it has vast resources and a 
uniformly tolerable climate. 

“By contrast, all of Germany is about the size of the 
state of Arizona, and your country, which looks so vast on 
a map, is another small European one with a vast 
backyard of the worst possible climate.” 

Stalin nodded. “So Sea Lion is just for show? To see if 
after Dunkirk you could intimidate the British into an 
armistice?” 

“That’s right. But I don't think the British realize that 
yet, which suits me fine; that’s one of the motivations for 
Churchill coming here tomorrow. Incidentally I'll be 
having a final private meeting with him and Cordell Hull 
the next day if all goes well at the general meeting. I want 
an end to the British state of war, and I think the key to 
this is backing from America.” 

“I agree with you there. Anything else before we meet 
the Prime-Minister-in-Exile this afternoon?” 

“Yes, and it also has to do with this new Poland. I 
want it to give unrestricted immigration to German Jews. 
We're going to close all of the concentration camps, but 
our Jews cant remain in Germany safely; we've gone too 
far beyond that. Originally we expected them to emigrate 
to any number of other countries, but we - and they - 
learned that no one else wants them either. The other 
countries are just quiet about it. So an additional 
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condition I’m giving to Poland is that its door remain 
open to them. And no pogroms or other intimidation.” 

“Actually I think you’ve got Sikorski here. One of his 
loudest condemnations of Germany has been its anti- 
Semitism. He can hardly denounce that and then indulge 
in it himself. Not to mention that this new Poland is going 
to need a startup population.” 

“I hadn’t thought of that.” 

“TIl smooth things for you by agreeing to take some 
into the Soviet Union as well. The only question is how 
responsive the Jews themselves will be to that. Czarist 
Russia was pretty oppressive to them. Were not - many 
of the Bolsheviks were expatriate Jews themselves - but 
old memories and fears die hard. We'll just have to see.” 

“Well, thank you anyway. Now if I may treat you to 
some decadent capitalist indulgence, there’s a nice little 
restaurant a block away. The locals still don’t know about 
this summit meeting, and I doubt that any other diners 
would believe their eyes if they saw us anyhow.” 

“Lead on, mein Führer!” 

xX * * 

Hitler was correct on almost all accounts: The café 
was airy and comfortable, the food delectable, and the 
waiter attentive but discrete. A few of the other diners 
glanced at them curiously, and there was a bit of 
whispering, but no one intruded upon their privacy. 
Stalin’s affability was undiminished; indeed everyone in 
the room seemed noticeably relaxed and happy. That Bell 
again, thought Hitler. 

Also, conveniently, they were not out of range of 
Goring’s transmitters, and could carry on their 
conversation accordingly. 

After coffee and some delicate and delicious pastries, 
Stalin pushed back his chair with a sigh of contentment. 
“If I ever get deposed, I’m going to retire here. I can see 
why you chose Monte Carlo for this meeting. If we can 
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exchange what promised to be a second world war for a 
collective lifestyle like this, I think you know how I'll 
vote!” 

Hitler nodded, equally contentedly, glanced at his 
watch. “In that case we'd better be starting back to the 
Casino - It’s one-thirty and we arranged to meet Sikorski 
at two.” 

When Hitler and Stalin entered the Casino conference 
room - Hitler had felt that it would be the most 
comfortable setting, as well as “neutral ground” - they 
found Władysław Sikorski already waiting for them. 





























Wiadystaw Eugeniusz Sikorski 
Prime Minister of Poland in Exile 


As with Mussolini and Stalin, the Polish statesman 
appeared relaxed and courteous, not hostile and 
suspicious. As were Hitler and Stalin themselves. By now 
Hitler was no longer surprised at the Bell’s effect, though 
ever more appreciative of it. 

The three men shook hands - a bit reservedly - and 
then seated themselves in three of the inviting chairs. 

“Thank you for coming, Władysław,” said Hitler, “and 
please call us ‘Adolf and ‘Joseph’. We are here with the 
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intention of becoming and remaining friends, not 
enemies. I know this must sound surprising, even 
incredible to you, but please hear us out.” 

“I would be less than honest - Adolf - if I did not 
confess to apprehension. But I read your Minister’s 
invitation carefully, and if there is indeed an opportunity 
for a peaceful restoration of my country, I would be 
remiss not to explore it.” 

Hitler again outlined his general European plan, to 
which Sikorski nodded slightly several times: so far, so 
good. 

“Now we come to your country, whose situation is 
unique, and that is why Joseph and I want to discuss it 
with you before tomorrow's general meeting. 

“Germany’s strained relationship with Poland last 
year was another of the unfortunate consequences of 
Versailles. We were stripped of our eastern border 
provinces and the so-called ‘Polish Corridor’ to the Baltic 
Sea, severing Germany from East Prussia. Germany will 
be retaining both of these areas, returning our eastern 
borders to the status quo ante. However Germany will 
provide Poland with unrestricted access through the 
‘Corridor’ to Danzig, giving you your sea access. 

“Our occupied part of Poland, currently called the 
‘General Government’, will be returned completely to 
you, with no German forces remaining therein.” 

“I understand the rationale, and I appreciate your 
promise of our continued Baltic access. But what about 
our eastern territory?” 

“That’s why I’m here, Władysław,” said Stalin. “We 
occupied that territory as part of our non-aggression pact 
with Germany, quite frankly as a buffer against a Soviet/ 
German border. As you know, Russia has had some 
unpleasant differences with Germany in the past, and we 
didn’t want any future tripwire borders. 
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“With Germany returning the ‘General Government’ 
to you, our concerns evaporate, so we too shall leave.” 

“Thank you, Joseph. I must say, gentlemen, that I find 
all of this hard to believe, which is not to say that I doubt 
your word.” 

“Recall what I said about the plan generally: that 
realistically it would be impractical and unwise for 
Germany to attempt to remain a permanently-occupying 
power in Europe,” said Hitler. “The ethnic instabilities 
and national identities would eventually come home to 
roost. We would be fighting somebody somewhere all the 
time. Which would result in more injury and death on 
both sides, compounding antagonisms. 

“This is also why my plan requires all returned 
countries to abolish their armed forces, with the 
understanding that Germany will guarantee their borders 
against future military invasion.” 

“Remarkable,” said Sikorski. “It might be a bit of a 
hard sell to my countrymen after last September, but I do 
see the point. Poland has the misfortune to be in just 
about every army’s path, no matter from what direction. 
We have also, as you discovered, never prioritized 
modernizing our military. So this would be not only a 
strategic but an economic benefit to us. I daresay the 
Wehrmacht would have done a better job stopping you in 
the east last year than we did, Joseph.” 

Stalin laughed. “As you can see, this plan not only 
removes us, but eliminates any future concerns for you 
about that. So we need never find out how the Red Army 
would do against the Wehrmacht.” 

“There’s just one more thing,” said Hitler. “Germany 
has a Jewish problem - or you could say that our Jews 
have a German problem. Over the last decade, indeed for 
some time before that, the German Jewish community 
has become progressively more alienated, hence more 
endangered from the national culture, and I would be less 
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than honest if I did not say that this has come to an 
irreversible breaking-point with the advent of National 
Socialism. They would be in serious danger if they stay. 
Sequestering them is not an option; as I told you, we're 
closing all of the concentration camps. And to date 
encouraging their emigration to other countries has failed 
due to their own, if unadvertised, bans against Jewish 
immigration. 

“So in return for all that we are doing to restore 
Poland and provide for its secure military and economic 
future, we would ask that you accept all German Jews 
who wish to immigrate, and that in general you renounce 
any intimidation of or discrimination against their 
community.” 

Sikorski mulled this over. “I see your situation, 
certainly. I am also aware that Poland itself does not 
exactly have clean hands where its Jews are concerned. 

“But, if I may be frank, the extreme situation in 
Germany has caused many other countries to back away 
from their own anti-Semitism. What could be ignored in 
the past is no longer socially tolerable. And we are going 
to need repopulation. And Germany’s Jewish community 
happens to be one of the most educated and 
accomplished in the world. So yes, we'll welcome them.” 

“The Soviet Union is also going to reexamine its 
Jewish immigration policies with a view to easing them,” 
commented Stalin. “This obviously would have a 
beneficial effect upon travel and economic relations 
between our two countries.” 

Hitler breathed an inward sigh of relief. “This is very 
good to hear. Plato once used the term Aristos in his 
Dialogues to refer to sociopolitical solutions that were, if 
not perfect, ‘the best that could be achieved under the 
circumstances’. I suggest that this is what we've 
accomplished here today where our three countries are 
concerned. 
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“So tomorrow will be the test. We have a chance, and I 
suspect just this one chance, to bring Europe back from 
the brink of a war even more terrible than the World War. 
That’s what I came here to do. I am greatly encouraged by 
the affirmations yesterday and today from the Italian 
Duce and yourselves. I have a vision of a Europe at 
permanent peace for the first time in its recorded history. 
It is beginning to seem less a fantasy, more an actually 
achievable reality. Let us make it so.” 


The Casino, Monte Carlo, October 18, 1940 


The conference room was already bustling with 
activity when Adolf Hitler walked in at nine the next 
morning. It was, he realized, probably the first time many 
of these national leaders had met one another face-to- 
face, and with no language barrier thanks to Goring’s 
efficient mix of linguists and technology. 

As he had also specified, the room was both large and 
well-appointed enough to provide armchair seating much 
like that of a private club [as indeed the famed Casino 
was]; there would be no speaker-audience juxtaposition 
here. 

A few minutes later all of the invitees had arrived, and 
Hitler mentally checked them against his list: 














e Rudolf Beran, Prime Minister of 
Czechoslovakia 
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e Thorvald Stauning, Prime Minister of 
Denmark 





e Edouard Daladier, President of the Council of 
Ministers of France 
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e Winston Churchill, Prime Minister of Great 
Britain 
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e Dirk Jan de Geer, Chairman of the Council of 
Ministers of the Netherlands 
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e Johann Nygaardsvold, Prime Minister of 
Norway 
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e Cordell Hull, Secretary of State of the United 
States of America 
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Hitler also noted the presence of Mussolini, Stalin, 
and Sikorski. As his entrance was noticed, the 
conversation died down and all looked expectantly in his 
direction. 

“Gentlemen, I thank you all for coming, and I 
sincerely believe the meeting will be not only to the 
benefit of each of your countries, but to that of Europe 
collectively. But before we begin, may I have the honor to 
introduce our gracious host for this occasion, His Serene 
Highness Prince Louis the Second of Monaco.” 























The Prince entered the room and asked everyone to be 
seated. 

“Welcome, my friends, to Monaco. We are very 
gratified that we could facilitate this historic meeting, and 
we will not take much of your time, save to say that if 
there is anything we can do to make your visit more 
comfortable or productive, you need only ask. May good 
fortune, and the heart of all Europe, bless your task 
today. Thank you all.” 

He turned to leave; all present rose in respect, then 
resumed their seats as Hitler walked to where everyone 
could see him easily. 
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“Gentlemen, you have all seen the concept of this 
European peace proposal as my Foreign Minister 
provided it to you. I have intentionally kept it simple and 
straightforward. We all know that peace conferences of 
the past, such as that of Versailles, fell victim to 
exhaustive debate and maneuvering for national 
advantages. The initial vision, if there were one, quickly 
became lost, the result not just imperfection but failure. 

“So this is not that kind of plan, nor that kind of 
conference. It is a simple plan, and your option is to 
accept or reject it as such. 

“If you are a German-occupied country, it is a matter 
of whether you would like it back, right now, with our 
forces completely gone. 

“You know the single condition: elimination of your 
national armed forces, with our assurance that Germany 
guarantees your borders against invasion indefinitely. 
This is less drastic than it might seem, for the obvious 
reason that we've already overcome them, and could on 
our own eliminate whatever semblance of them remains. 

“But that is not the point. The point is for this 
renunciation to be one of positive intent, towards the 
creation of a Europe free from the curse of war 
henceforth. You all know Europe’s terrible history of 
almost unceasing slaughter. We can stop that, here, 
today, now. 

“As for the German guarantee, our sole maintenance 
of a military force, let me speak to that. First, it is pledged 
never again to cross your borders unless in your defense 
should you be invaded. But think about that. You will 
now be surrounded by similarly disarmed neighbors. 
Who’s going to attack you? No one will have the 
capability. Only if you are on the periphery of Europe, by 
neighbors who are not part of this plan, would there be 
any real cause for concern, and that is why Germany 
pledges to be there to protect you. 
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“Think too of the benefit to your national economies, 
the alleviation of taxes, from not having to pay for a 
national military machine, even if it is never used. 

“Then there is the question, or perhaps I should say 
scourge, of vengeance. Vengeance for being conquered, 
humiliated, your countrymen killed. No one here knows 
the addiction of vengeance more than I do. It is what has 
energized Germany since Versailles, what brought 
National Socialism to power, and what has overrun your 
countries now. Vengeance breeds vengeance, endlessly, 
unless we renounce it altogether, now. 

“If this sounds difficult, a hard pill to swallow, I ask 
you to consider what I have had to overcome in my own 
country by insisting that we give back everything we have 
shed our own blood to conquer beyond our pre-World 
War borders. I could and did do this precisely because of 
my success in these conquests; my authority in Germany 
is now absolute, as it was not before. How long I can 
retain it, and offer this plan, none of us knows. I could be 
assassinated or deposed in a coup, or simply die from 
some illness. Seize this opportunity now while I have the 
strength and authority to offer it to you. Your sons and 
daughters, and theirs, and theirs, will honor and bless 
you for doing so. 

“We have guests here today who are not among the 
occupied: Benito Mussolini of Italy, Joseph Stalin of the 
Soviet Union, Winston Churchill of Britain, and Cordell 
Hull of the United States. I invited them so that they can 
see and consider for themselves what we do here, and 
decide whether to support it. 

“I have already had exploratory discussions with 
Benito and Joseph, and am pleased to report their 
support and good will. Indeed if this plan is 
implemented, both Italy and the Soviet Union have 
agreed to enhance it by withdrawing from their own 
conquests and occupations this past decade.” 
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There was an audible gasp from several of his 
audience, followed by questioning looks in the direction 
of Mussolini and Stalin, both of whom nodded their 
confirmation. 

“This brings us to the only country here with which we 
are still in a state of war: Great Britain. For her my 
proposal, witnessed here by all of you, is also quite 
simple: we stop where we are. Germany won't attack 
Britain; Britain won’t attack Germany. In the Atlantic 
we'll cease all U-boat and other naval operations, and in 
exchange Britain won't interfere with German or Italian 
maritime commerce in the Atlantic, Baltic, or 
Mediterranean.” [He glanced at Mussolini, who 
responded with a subtle wink. | 

“Tomorrow, if theyre amenable, Pd welcome 
discussing those proposals with Winston and Cordell.” 
He looked at them, and each nodded acquiescence. Good, 
he thought. 

“Now where our European plan is concerned, may I 
ask each of you in turn for your answer, if you are so 
disposed?” 

Hitler had expected at least a few hours’ delay while 
the several statesmen deliberated among themselves. To 
his surprise there was no such request from any of the 
occupied. Instead, one by one, they announced their 
acceptance of the plan. “As we see it,” said Pierlot, “we 
have everything to gain and nothing to lose. And, Adolf, if 
we are indeed able to bring about an end to European 
wars though this, we would be fools indeed not to take 
the chance.” 

“How do you propose to implement it?” asked 
Stauning. 

“As soon as I return to Berlin, I will order all German 
occupation forces to stand down in place, pending your 
resumption of governmental authority and dissolution of 
your armed forces establishments. Once these have been 
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completed, our forces will immediately, completely, and 
finally depart.” 

“I can see the rationale for a military-free Europe,” 
said Daladier, “but what about outside? The French Navy 
exists not just to fight formal wars with other nations, but 
to secure French commerce against maritime piracy. 

“Also, unlike Germany, France still has many foreign 
colonies. We rely upon our armed forces to stabilize 
them, prevent insurrection.” 

“Yov’re getting a bit ahead of me, Edouard,” smiled 
Hitler. “Part of my proposal to Winston will be for Britain 
to assume a multinational caretaker role over all of 
Europe’s maritime interests, not unlike what Germany 
will do for participating countries’ border security. 

“I see two advantages to this: First, such a maritime 
role would both strategically and psychologically 
counterbalance Germany’s monopoly of military forces 
within continental Europe. I’m not proposing an 
international environment in which Germany holds all of 
the armed forces cards - just those sufficient to ensure 
peace in Europe. 

“Secondly, as I think we all know, the British Royal 
Navy is both preeminent in modernity and technology, 
and practically omnipotent at sea, with the exception of 
the Pacific Ocean. All of us, including Germany, would be 
wise to pool our efforts and resources in endorsing and 
helping to support an international policing role for the 
Royal Navy. And that, I might add, would also benefit 
Britain’s efforts to recover from the costs of the state of 
war with Germany which we are also here to bring to an 
end.” 

“And colonial security on land?” said Daladier. 

“That is going to require some ‘fine tuning’,” said 
Hitler. “I’ve given it more than a little thought, and my 
working solution would be that, since the non-military 
countries can still maintain police institutions for their 
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own internal security, that any colonial security be a part 
of the police structure. We just have to be careful that this 
does not become a de facto ‘back door’ for maintaining a 
traditional military establishment. 

“And frankly, from what I see globally, the world is 
fast entering an era of de-colonization in the conventional 
sense. Whether peacefully, as with Gandhi in India, or 
more violently, as with that young Ho Chi Minh in 
Indochina, the old European colonial system is rapidly 
becoming untenable, nor do I think that your domestic 
populations will have much enthusiasm for expending 
their sons’ lives to prop it up. 

“When National Socialism took power in Germany, 
one of the ‘status quo ante’ options we faced was the loss 
of all of Germany’s old colonies abroad. I decided that for 
the same reasons I have just mentioned, we would be 
better off just leaving things as they are. There’s the old 
argument that such colonies require European 
administration, that they are not fit to govern themselves. 
Well, they did just that before we arrived, so they can do 
so again, which isn’t to say such transitions will be 
utopian.” 

“Do you contemplate offering your peace plan outside 
of occupied Europe?” said de Geer. 

“Not this week,” answered Hitler, to general laughter. 
“Let’s just try to calm things down in western Europe. If 
this works out well, some kind of international expansion 
of the concept could be hypothesized, certainly. But not 
with Germany alone providing the military security 
guarantee. We couldn’t afford it, and, hard as this may be 
for some of you to believe, we do have other interests and 
ambitions besides war!” - More general laughter. 

“I would like to remind everyone, however, that both 
Joseph and Benito have already indicated that, within 
their external spheres of influence, they are going to look 
into policies very much like this one. So the more the 
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world sees this as a good idea, the more emulation we can 
expect.” 

“Presumably we'll get a bit more into this tomorrow 
when you meet with Winston and myself,” said Hull. “But 
there is also the question of alliances. Germany and Italy, 
for instance, have as part of the Axis pact a mutual- 
defense agreement with Japan. There may be other such 
alliances still active among these European nations.” 

“Any existing ones incompatible with this peace plan 
would simply be superseded by it,” responded Hitler. “As 
for Japan’s actions in the Pacific and eastern Asia, all I 
can say is that neither Benito nor I have any intention of 
being drawn into that - adventurism? aggression? 

“Again, not because I am not concerned or 
sympathetic, right now I am limiting my attention to 
Europe. This is going to be a hard enough job all by itself, 
Cordell. Once we have it successfully implemented, and if 
we then still have some altruistic energy left over, we can 
turn our attention to the other side of the planet. 

“Very obviously the Soviet Union is apprehensive 
about Japan where her Pacific borders are concerned, 
and some of the rest of you have colonial interests along 
the Pacific rim. I say again that Germany is not unaware 
or unsympathetic, but just that we are right now limiting 
ourselves to this more immediate situation in Europe.” 

Following this there was a long moment of general 
silence. 

“If there are no further questions,” said Hitler, “and if 
none of you request an extension until the afternoon, 
would you share your decisions?” 

“Approved and accepted,” said Nygaardsvold, 
whereupon all of the other occupied-country statesmen 
followed suit. 

“Thank you all,” said Hitler. “I do believe we have just 
turned the corner into a Europe of the future of which we 
can all be proud.” 
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“While His Majesty’s government is fortunately not 
just yet in need of voting,” said Churchill to another 
round of laughter, “may I say that I have been far more 
impressed this morning than I frankly expected to be. I 
commend you all, and, while I can't quite believe I am 
saying this, you too, Adolf. I would say that this augurs 
well for a good follow-up tomorrow between ourselves 
and Cordell.” 

Hitler grinned. “After Dunkirk I told my Cabinet that 
the only difference between you and a Rottweiler is that 
after awhile the Rottweiler lets go.” 

Churchill laughed. 

“TIl make a note to pass that along to the President,” 
said Hull. “His opinion of Winston is similar.” 

“If our business today is now concluded,” said Hitler, 
“His Serene Highness Prince Louis told me that we would 
find a modest luncheon awaiting us in the dining room 
with his compliments. I suspect, from what I know of 
him, it will hardly be ‘modest’.” 

And it wasn't. 


The Casino, Monte Carlo, October 19, 1940 


At nine-thirty the next morning, Hitler and Churchill 
met for breakfast with Hull in his suite. “I’m afraid it’s 
not up to His Serene Highness’ repast yesterday,” said 
Hull, but it should brace us for the morning. Oh, and 
those aromatic sausages are vegetarian, Adolf.” 

Once again it was a beautiful morning over Monaco. 
Hull had opened the windows, and a gentle breeze from 
the bay beyond glided through the room. 

Hull took another sip of coffee, sighed contentedly. 
“Now I see why Europe cherishes this little enclave so 
much. When I get home, I’m going to tell my staff to 
maker certain we always have some token ‘problem’ 
requiring an occasional personal visit here.” 


-106- 


“I think most of Europe’s statesmen have a standing 
order something like that,” smiled Churchill. “Well, 
Adolf, the floor is yours; what have we to resolve?” 

“To begin with, our war. Britain declared it to honor 
your pledge to Poland, yes? So we’ve just given Poland 
back to the Poles yesterday. Then you felt obliged to come 
to France’s aid, and yesterday we gave France back to the 
French. That rather reduces things to defense of Britain 
against a German invasion, which we're not going to do. 
So let’s declare peace between our two countries and have 
done with it.” 

“Td have to explain that in the House of Commons to 
all of the British families who’ve lost sons in the fighting 
to date.” 

“As I in the Reichstag to the many Germans who've 
lost loved ones in all of the campaigns since last 
September. We cannot undo the past, Winston. What we 
can do is to prevent it from becoming the future as well.” 

“America hasn’t lost anyone yet,” commented Hull, 
“but the President is very apprehensive that if the war 
continues, sooner or later we would be drawn into it for 
the preservation of Britain. He asked me to say that he 
would very much appreciate not being placed in that 
position.” 

“Let me reemphasize,” said Hitler, “that we have 
absolutely no designs on any part of the British Empire. 
Germany considers it as a stabilizing influence in the 
world, one which we should endorse if not actively 
support. I said yesterday that I fear you're going to see 
some, shall we say, ‘restlessness’ in your colonies in the 
decades to come. I also fear that France is making a tragic 
mistake in attempting to suppress such tendencies by 
force. If you want my advice, you'll transition Britain’s 
colonies into something self-governing, albeit with 
mutually-advantageous economic ties to Britain: a 
‘commonwealth’, perhaps.” 


- 107 - 


“We call ours ‘trust territories’,” said Hull. “‘Colony’ 
has, well, outdated connotations.” 

“I see you both have been keeping up with our debates 
in the Commons,” conceded Churchill. “I agree that we’ve 
got to take the initiative before it’s wrested from us by 
insurrection, which would obviously press us into a 
commensurate response. I am particularly worried about 
India and Norther Ireland.” 

“All the more reason for you not to have to worry 
further about Germany, Winston,” said Hull. “How about 
it?” 

Churchill took a deep breath, then seemed to relax 
with his entire body. “Done,” he said. “I only hope to the 
Heavens that we are doing the right thing.” 

“Germany, and I perceive America, share that hope 
with you,” said Hitler. “But particularly in view of what 
we already accomplished yesterday, I see nothing to deter 
us from realizing it. 

“At the risk of belaboring the point, in the past nations 
caught up in wars ended them from exhaustion, not 
reconciliation. There was always the poison of vengeance 
in the air. It is precisely that which we have eschewed 
here. We can, we really can do it.” 

“If I did not think so, I would not have accepted,” said 
Churchill. “Well, we had both better get to it, Adolf. 
Bringing about a formal peace is one thing, but I daresay 
it’s going to be a bit of time before youre invited to tea at 
Buckingham Palace.” 

Hitler and Hull laughed. “Well, in the meantime 
perhaps the President will invite you to Washington to 
light the national Christmas Tree this year.” 

“That would be a novel idea,” replied Hitler. “But let’s 
not worry about celebrations until we've fully 
accomplished something to celebrate.” 

“Again, well said,” responded Hull, to which Churchill 
nodded. 
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“Oh, and one thing that I promised Benito that Td 
bring up,” said Hitler. “Has to do with old ‘vengeances’ 
lingering from Versailles again, I’m afraid. 

“Italy was on the side of the victors in 1918, but felt 
rather left out of the spoils, so to speak. One of the 
Fascists’ persistent arguments in their drive to power was 
the general perception that the Mediterranean had 
become a de facto British property, with the Royal Navy 
controlling access to it and shipping lanes within it. 
That’s what eventually led not just to the Fascist takeover 
in Rome, but to the military operations in northeastern 
Africa. 

“Benito’s now agreed to roll those back, and I think it 
would solve potential problems, prevent recurrences, if 
Britain would adopt a formal policy of non-interference 
with Italian maritime activity within and without the 
Mediterranean. You may have seen this as only 
incidental, but Italy evidently has taken it more 
provocatively.” 

“I understand, and you have my word that Pll see to 
it,” said Churchill. “It’s important for the Duce to go 
home with something to show for his cooperative efforts 
here.” 

“Precisely. Thank you.” 

“Well,” said Hull, “it looks to me as though you've 
dealt with all of Europe’s war-problems, and that the 
United States can breathe that much easier. 

“I don’t mind saying that I fear we’re not through the 
global woods just yet. There’s a continuing, indeed a 
growing problem with Japan in the Pacific. And yes, I 
know that we are just here to address Europe. But I 
would ask you both to use whatever influence you may 
have with Japan to reel that country in a bit. Britain’s 
already having a bad time of it in its colonies out there, 
and I think it’s just a question of time before Japan steps 
over the line where the United States is concerned. Even 
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far-distant regional wars have an unpleasant way of 
getting out of hand.” 

“I will do what I can,” said Hitler. “Our Axis rapport is 
by no means as strong with Japan as with Italy, but 
you re quite right: unless Japan begins to see the long- 
term consequences of its conquests, it’s going to find 
itself in much the same precarious predicament as we did 
following our rush of victories. Perhaps we can get them 
to learn from our example, explore a similar solution.” 

“The President would distinctly appreciate that.” 

“That would be the time to consider Christmas Tree 
lightings.” 

They rose, shook hands more warmly than before 
breakfast, and Churchill departed. As Hitler was about to 
follow him, Hull asked for an additional word. 

“Adolf, I just wanted you to know that the President 
completely understood and appreciated your invitation of 
me rather than him to this meeting. You took him off 
what might have been a very awkward hook, particularly 
if things had not worked out so well here. 

“And Mrs. Roosevelt said that she had her own, more 
personal reasons for appreciating your decision, and she 
specifically asked me to thank you for those as well. She 
didn’t go into specifics, but said that you’d know exactly 
what she meant.” 

“As I do, and my respects to the First Lady when you 
next see her.” 

“TIl be sure to convey them. So I suppose you're off to 
Germany now? You must be pretty exhausted after all of 
this.” 

“Actually I’ve never felt better: invigorated, energetic, 
optimistic. And at night I’ve slept like a baby.” 

“Funny: me too. Winston said the same thing. Must be 
the Monaco climate or something.” 

“Or something. A pleasant trip home, Cordell.” 
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Chapter 5: Kehlsteinhaus 
Obersalzberg, Bavaria 
August 14, 1943 
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In September of 1942 the 11th National Socialist Party 
Congress - the “Rally of Peace” originally scheduled for 
1939, then cancelled because of the outbreak of war with 
Poland - was held in Nuremberg. It now deserved its 
name: Europe had been completely at peace for the past 
two years, and the tone of the Rally was much more that 
of a festival rather than the military spectacles of the 
1930s. Dancing and music filled the Zeppelin Field, and 
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its magnificent Tribune - a colonnaded grandstand of 
neoclassical grandeur - was less a podium for bombastic 
speeches than a stage for artistic displays and 
presentations. The city of Nuremberg was bedecked with 
more flowers than flags, and even the Party’s formidable 
swastika was as often as not rendered in a rainbow of 
colors and lights. Foreign visitors, and especially the 
international press, were stunned; they could hardly 
believe it was the same “Nazi Party” that had been grist 
for alarmist newspaper stories during the previous 
decade. 

In the Congress Hall on the final day of the Rally, 
Adolf Hitler announced his retirement from the office of 
Führer. He had accomplished what he had set out to do, 
what he had promised the German people he would do, 
he said, and it was time to accustom the nation to routine 
transfers of office. 

He nominated, and the assemblage acclaimed, 
Hermann Goring to succeed him. The Reichsmarschall 
accepted, but announced that the title of “Führer” would 
be retired in honor of Hitler; he would hold office as 
Reich Chancellor only. “However,” he later quipped to 
Hitler privately, “I am going to replace that ‘AH’ over the 
door in the Chancellery with ‘HG’.” 

“More to the point, Hermann,” said Hitler, “my last 
order to you is that you get off those drugs and back down 
to the physique you had as commander of von 
Richthofen’s ‘Flying Circus’. You’ve got a lot of real work 
ahead of you now, and we can’t have you collapsing in the 
middle of it. Also the women will be dazzled again.” 

“Zu Befehl, mein Fuhrer, but I am not going to 
become a damned vegetarian!” 

Thereafter Hitler was a rare presence in Berlin; he 
lived most of the time in his house the Berghof on the 
Obersalzberg slopes overlooking Berchtesgaden in 
Bavaria. 








Here he was a regular presence in the local 
community, inevitably surrounded by admirers when he 
strolled through the town or took his German Shepherd 
Blondi on frequent walks through the lush mountain 
landscape. 





On April 30 of 1942, he had married his longtime 
companion and sweetheart Eva Braun, in a private 
ceremony in Berchtesgaden. Eva was also well-liked in he 
community, and always a gracious hostess to the 
seemingly endless stream of visitors to the Berghof. 





If the former Fuhrer had entertained any ideas about 
a tranquil retirement of painting and memoirs-writing, 
however, he soon realized that he was not quite to be 
forgotten so easily. German and foreign leaders sought 
him out for advice [with photographs], and despite his 
own intentions, he also found it difficult not to concern 
himself with events in the world beyond his mountain 
retreat. 

His success in bringing about peace in Europe had not 
been emulated by Japan despite his overtures to that 
government. On December 7, 1941 the Japanese attacked 
the American naval base at Pearl Harbor, Hawaii, and 
since then those two countries had been locked in a 
ferocious war across the entire Pacific Ocean. 

Despite pleas from Japan, Germany had remained 
firmly neutral with regard to the Pacific war. A military 
alliance between Germany, Italy, and Japan was under 
negotiation in 1940, but was abandoned by the two 
European powers upon the implementation of the 
European peace plan. By this time both Hitler and 
Mussolini suspected it was just a question of time before 
war erupted between Japan and the United States, and 
neither Germany nor Italy was interested in being 
dragged into such a conflagration. 
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So it was the summer of 1943 before the American 
war interrupted Adolf Hitler’s pastoral life as a country 
gentleman in the Alps, and then in a manner he could 
scarcely have anticipated. 

It was a warm August morning in the Obersalzberg. 
After a pleasant shopping trip with Eva to the town, 
culminating in an excellent lunch at the prominent 
Berchtesgadener Hof hotel, Hitler decided to spend the 
afternoon with Blondi at the Kehlsteinhaus atop the 
Kehlstein Mountain behind the Berghof. 












































This remarkable zrie was reached by first entering a 
407-foot tunnel bored through the exterior of the 
mountain from a winding access road, to a mirrored and 
green-leather-upholstered brass elevator. 
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The elevator ascended another 407 feet through solid 
rock to the Kehlsteinhaus itself, a total of over 6,000 feet 
above sea level. A 50th-birthday gift to Hitler in 1938 
from the Party, it was certainly a dramatic showpiece to 
impress visitors, but today Hitler was just interested in its 
solitude and mesmerizing Alpine vistas. 

So it was a bit of an annoyance to him when the 
telephone rang and Eva said two officials were on their 
way up: Goring and a General by the name of Gehlen. 

Hitler recalled the name: that energetic young 
Intelligence Major who had made such an impression on 
Ribbentrop only three years ago. Now a General; he must 
have continued to impress his superiors. 

He walked down to the kitchen and ordered 
refreshments, and by the time the two visitors arrived, 
fresh coffee and pastries awaited them at a table in the 
main room with its Italian-marble fireplace (a touch of 
additional elegance contributed by Mussolini). 





Hitler was pleased to see that Goring had taken his 
retiring advice to heart; the Chancellor was not quite back 
to his World War profile, but definitely on the way to it. 
And he looked healthy and vital - obviously the result of 
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ridding himself of the drug-addictions that had plagued 
him. 

This was Hitler’s first meeting with Reinhard Gehlen, 
who he saw to be a trim, intense young man whose heels 
clicked with gunshot precision and salute was lightning- 
fast. 


























“Mein Fuhrer,” said Goring formally [Hitler had long 
since reconciled himself to that honorific clinging to him, 
probably for the rest of his life], “this is Major General 
Reinhard Gehlen, head of the Army’s Intelligence Office. 
He asked to come up to see me at my own Obersalzberg 
house on a subject of urgency, and I’m sufficiently well 
acquainted with him to know he never exaggerates. After 
he explained the matter to me, I thought it most 
advisable to seek your counsel, and indeed your personal 
involvement.” 

“All right, Herr Reich Chancellor. Blondi, quit 
nuzzling the General and go lie down, there's a good dog. 
It's a pleasure to meet you, General; whether youre 
aware of it or not - and from what I hear of you, you 
probably are - your analyses and advice were material to 
the success of our peace plan three years ago. You were a 
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Major then as I recall; I’m not surprised to see General’s 
tabs on your collar.” 

“Thank you, Fuhrer. A competent Intelligence officer 
merely provides complete and accurate information; it is 
his commander’s acumen to make use of it effectively.” 

“So what brings you all the way from Berlin to disturb 
the tranquillity of the Chancellor and myself today?” 

“Atomic bombs, Fuhrer. More specifically, an 
American atomic bomb. 

“In the scientific community there has been 
speculation for several years now that the energy released 
from splitting the atom would be so powerful that if 
concentrated into a bomb a single such weapon could 
vaporize an entire city. Originally this seemed so 
hypothetical and expensive that no serious national 
efforts, by Germany or any other nation, were made to 
pursue it. 

“Last year that changed, and the consequences are 
now much more ominous than most people realize. 
Probably it still seems the stuff of science-fiction rather 
than reality. 

“I am not so sanguine, and I dont like dangerous 
surprises. So I have made it a point to be attentive to any 
such research. 

“Tm afraid it was two of our own chemists, Otto Hahn 
and Fritz Strassmann, who pried open the stopper to the 
atomic genie’s bottle by theorizing in 1938 that nuclear 
fission could produce just such a bomb. 

“That engendered some largely academic research in 
both Britain and America, on the unsurprising rationale 
that if such a bomb were indeed possible, they had better 
get it before Germany did. The 1940 peace dissipated that 
motivation, at least in Britain’s case, but not in America’s. 
In October 1941 Roosevelt formally instituted an atomic 
research program towards the bomb, with such high-level 
officials as Vice President Wallace, the government’s 
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scientific research chief Vannever Bush, War Secretary 
Henry Stimson, and Army Chief of Staff Marshall 
supervising it. It incorporated the British program as 
well, and was given the code name ‘S-1’. Its first meeting 
took place a few days after the Japanese Pearl Harbor 
attack, which obviously galvanized the program. 

“Marshall gave operational responsibility to the Army 
Corps of Engineers, and one of its more accomplished 
Colonels, one Leslie Groves, who had just finished 
supervising the building of the new Pentagon, was placed 
in charge at a meeting in mid-1942. He renamed ‘S-1’ the 
‘Manhattan District’ to make it sound like a routine 
Engineers project, and settled upon a remote location in 
the New Mexico desert, Los Alamos, for the supersecret 
‘Site Y where the principal scientific effort would be 
concentrated. Groves, now a Brigadier General, 
designated a Berkeley nuclear physicist, Robert 
Oppenheimer, to head the research team. We haven’t yet 
completed a definitive dossier on him. Does seem to have 
flirted with some American communists, but evidently 
not enough to bother Groves.” 

“If this is driven by the American war with Japan, 
what can you tell me about Japan’s atomic program, if it 
also has one?” 

“Nothing close to being comparable. The key person 
in Japan is a Dr. Yoshio Nashina, who worked with Niels 
Bohr during his studies in the United States; he also had 
some contact with Albert Einstein. But back in Japan he 
was unable to secure much government support for an 
atomic program beyond the level of laboratory research. I 
understand he managed to buy a cyclotron from the 
University of California in 1938; thereafter relations 
between the two countries deteriorated to the point 
where anything that potentially strategic was embargoed. 
In summary, there is no possibility of Japan acquiring an 
atomic bomb before the Americans do.” 
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“You certainly know your business, General. Which 
takes us to the obvious next question: Why tell me all 
this, and with such urgency? Is there something you want 
of me?” 

It was Göring who answered. “I don’t think the 
Americans or their British associates truly, and I 
emphasize ‘truly’, understand and appreciate just what 
they are doing. Existing bombs, explosive and incendiary, 
are already bad enough. If the world crosses the 
threshold into atomic weapons so deadly that a single one 
of them can annihilate an entire city, the implications are 
too foreboding to contemplate. 

“And that’s not the worst of it. Beyond their initial 
killing power, atomic bombs emit large amounts of 
radiation, much of it enduring for years. Such particles 
can be so fine as to become airborne over great distances, 
contaminating vast areas beyond the original target. 

“So if theres any chance at all of stopping this 
research before its successful, I feel that its incumbent 
upon us to take it. The Americans and British clearly 
aren’t going to stop on their own; they've already gone 
too far and are too excited by the prospect of success. 
They simply do not realize that ‘success’ in this instance is 
a death sentence for themselves as well, quite possibly for 
the entire world. 

“Three years ago you accomplished the near- 
impossible: saving Europe from the apocalypse of a 
second world war. Would you consider doing it again - 
trying to convince America to abandon its Manhattan 
Project before it succeeds? 

“That obviously won’t return the atomic genie to his 
bottle, but it may buy the world valuable time to seriously 
appreciate the consequences of such technology, and to 
institute international safeguards against any such 
weapons being produced.” 
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Hitler looked at his visitors pensively, then called 
Blondi over to him and began stroking her chin 
affectionately. Goring and Gehlen waited, saying nothing. 

“I believe I understand the gravity of this, and yes, I 
will certainly give thought to what I might do to help. If 
there is a key to this lock, it lies with Roosevelt: He 
started it, and only he could stop it. We've never met, but 
I sense that I do have some currency, some credibility 
with him from the European peace plan. 

“But I also think that it’s by no means as easy as just 
going to the White House and talking with him the way 
you two have with me. We succeeded with the peace plan 
in no small part because all those involved had direct 
personal experience with the horrors of the alternative. 
Franklin Roosevelt does not know such horrors except 
academically, intellectually. He is a wise, and I think 
humanitarian man, but what’s missing is a sense of 
consequence so stark and real that it forces a decision 
beyond the abstract. I have an idea how to bring this 
about, but not one which I am ready to discuss today. I 
need some time for evaluation.” 

He stood, and they got to their feet as well, sensing 
dismissal. “Thank you both, gentlemen, for bringing this 
to my attention, for for your confidence in this old beer- 
hall rabble-rouser. Pll see you to that ostentatious 
elevator and call Eva to make sure your transportation is 
alerted for your return. 

“Now I’m going to walk my dog.” 
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Chapter 6: Washington, D.C. 
August 27-29, 1943 


Oval Office, The White House, 8:47 AM 





“Come on in, Cordell. It’s certainly a beautiful 
morning out there, isn’t it? Would you care to join me in 
some breakfast?” 

“No thank you, Mr. President, I’ve already eaten. But I 
wouldn't say no to a cup of coffee.” 

“Coming right up.” 





Franklin Roosevelt pressed the intercom on his desk 
in the Oval Office, ordered two coffees - “As I recall, you 
take cream but no sugar?” “That’s right, sir.” - and 
motioned the Secretary of State into the inviting visitor's 
chair beside his desk. “Now what brings you here. What 
can I do for you? Nothing unpleasant, I hope; it’s all I can 
do to keep up with that war in the Pacific.” 











“No, not unpleasant. Unusual, perhaps. I’ve got a 
letter here for you from the German ambassador; it was 
hand-delivered first thing this morning, and he asked me 
to bring it to your personal attention unopened. Note the 
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sender’s name on the envelope.” From his coat pocket 
Hull produced a cream-colored envelope and handed it to 
the President. Roosevelt turned it over, saw on the back 
simply “Adolf Hitler”. 

“Well, well, what do you know? I wonder what old 
Adolf has on his mind that’s so important? Any guesses 
before I open it up?” 

“None, sir. We've certainly had nothing but good 
relations with Germany since that surprising peace 
arrangement three years ago.” 

“And a good thing too, Cordell. Can you imagine what 
matters would be like today if we found ourselves in a 
European as well as a Pacific war? Well, let’s see what the 
old boy has to say.” 

“Would you like me to leave?” 

“No, you sit right there and enjoy your coffee. Hitler 
could have sent this directly to the White House; I 
suspect there’s a reason he wanted it to go through you. 
That man doesn’t do anything without calculation.” 

Roosevelt reached in his desk for a letter-opener, 
carefully slit the envelope and removed the letter, which 
he passed back to the Secretary. “Read it for both of us, 
Cordell. Left my spectacles in the wrong coat today, and 
Eleanor hasn’t brought them down yet.” 

Hull unfolded the letter, also the same smooth, cream 
stock, and read: 





M i 


ADOLF HITLER 


August 25, 1943 
Dear Mr. President, 


I would very much appreciate your meeting 
personally with me in the Azores Islands at your 
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earliest convenience, that we may discuss a matter of 
importance not just to our two countries, but to the 
world generally. 


I would prefer not to go into detail here, but you will 
perhaps understand its having to do with your Army’s 
Engineering District of Manhattan. 


I would also ask that this invitation, and our 
prospective meeting, remain strictly confidential, 
although if you would like to invite Secretary of State 
Hull to accompany you, he would be most welcome as 
well. Please reply in care of the German ambassador. 


My warmest regards to the First Lady and yourself. 


Cordially, 


“My goodness, Cordell - the Azores of all places. What 
do you think of that?” 

“Pm at a loss, Mr. President. As far as we know, 
they're just a few islands out in the Atlantic, belong to 
Portugal, I think. No strategic significance now that the 
European war is over. What does he mean by the 
‘Engineering District of Manhattan’? Sounds like our 
Corps of Engineers, but I don’t recall their having 
anything going in New York City.” 

“They don’t,” said the President. “But the old fellow’s 
got my attention, all right. 

“Cordell, you don’t know anything about this; it’s Top 
Secret and has nothing to do with State, but I’m bringing 
you and you alone into the loop, because of course you 
are going to the Azores with me. 
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“The ‘Manhattan District’, or ‘Project’ as we’ve come 
to call it, is the United States’ research effort towards 
something quite new, an atomic bomb. It has subcenters 
in various parts of the country - Tennessee, Washington 
State, Berkeley, and so on - but the main laboratory, the 
headquarters, is in a secret site near Los Alamos, New 
Mexico. No one outside of a very few of the War 
Department people know that it even exists.” 

“It would appear that at least one other person does.” 

“Yes, and damn it, Cordell, that’s one too many.” 

Hull had never heard the President swear before. He 
suspected some heads were about to roll across the 
Potomac at the Pentagon. 

“T’ll coordinate dates with the ambassador and your 
office, sir, and then arrange transportation with the 
Navy.” He took another look at the letter and envelope. 
“Hmm, there’s no return address.” 

Roosevelt laughed. “Cordell, I expect Germany will 
know where to find him, even if he is ‘retired’.” 

“Point taken, Mr. President.” 

“All right. Pack your swimming trunks; I understand 
there are some nice beachside resorts in the islands.” 

Hull smiled. “Will do, Mr. President, but somehow I 
don't think we're just going there to have a swim with 
Herr Hitler. For what it’s worth, I spoke with him at some 
length in Monte Carlo, and he struck me as a very 
intelligent and rational individual - not at all the maniacal 
image we had in the thirties.” 

“Thats good to know. I rather wish hed chosen 
Monaco again, but I suppose he has his reasons. Well, 
don't let me keep you, Cordell, and call me as soon as you 
have those dates firmed up. 

“And if we're going by sea, tell the Navy I want to go 
on the Potomac. They can send something along to escort 
us, of course.” 

“Will do, sir.” 
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The Pentagon, 10:22 AM 





Secretary of War Henry Stimson thought for a few 
minutes, chewing absent-mindedly on a pencil. [His 
secretary, aware of this habit, unobtrusively replaced it 
with a fresh one when needed. | 





Having savaged the writing instrument sufficiently, he 
picked up the telephone. “Get me Admiral King, please.” 

There weren't too many people in Washington who 
could get Fleet Admiral Ernest King, Commander-in- 
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Chief of the U.S. Navy, immediately on the telephone, but 
as it happened Stimson was one of them. 
“Admiral King, sir.” 
“Ernie, come on over for a few minutes, would you?” 
“TIl be right there, Mr. Secretary.” 





Ten minutes later the Admiral walked through the 
door, unintercepted by Stimson’s receptionist. There 
were some people in the building, she knew, whom one 
didn’t stop, even for a moment. 

“Good morning, Ernie; thanks for coming. Close the 
door, would you please? Coffee?” 

“No thank you, Mr. Secretary.” 

“All right then; have a seat. I just got a call from 
Cordell Hull. The boss wants to go to the Azores, of all 
places, for some kind of hush-hush meeting with Adolf 
Hitler, of all people. FDR wants to take the Potomac, and 
that means we screen the trip and provide an escort 
ship.” 

“Of course, sir. Dates?” 

“Hull just said ‘as soon as possible’. I gather this is not 
an emergency, but as soon as you can set it up. 
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“Normally that would be fairly routine, but the reason 
I asked for you personally is that I smell something, shall 
we Say ‘unusual’, here. 

“A few minutes before Hull called, I had my ass 
handed to me on a plate by Edgar Hoover of the F.B.I. 
Bastard. Anyway it seems that the Manhattan Project’s 
security has been compromised in a big way, Hoover said 
by the Germans. That damned Gehlen again, no doubt. 

“So right on its tail comes this call from Hull. Maybe 
I’m overconnecting dots here, but I don’t believe in 
coincidences. Especially not in this job. 

“I think the President is meeting with Hitler to discuss 
Manhattan. To what end I can’t guess. But why the 
Azores, when either Germany or here would be both 
easier and more secure? Those islands belong to 
Portugal, I think.” 

“They did until last year, when Germany bought them. 
I make it a point to keep up on who’s doing what out in 
the water, and I remember wondering why Germany 
would do that. There’s no war in the Atlantic, so it’s not 
strategic. Theyre going into the resort business, 
perhaps?” 

“Well, that resolves the security issue anyway, at least 
from their side of the fence. 

“Something’s afoot here that has a technological twist 
to it, and I want to know what it is. That’s where you 
come in. I want you to handpick the escort. I want it as 
anonymous as possible - look around and see if there’s 
something that’s just been built but not formally 
activated yet. 

“And I don't want an ordinary crew. Get together with 
your research people and assemble a crew with expertise 
in electronics, physics, radiation, munitions, got it? When 
the President gets there, he’s going to need some aides 
from the escort vessel. I want ones with sticky minds and 
sticky fingers as opportunities may present themselves.” 
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“Understood, Mr. Secretary. Right about now we've 
got some new destroyer-escorts nearly ready for 
commissioning. I'll set one of those aside and have a chat 
with our R&D Coordinator.” 

“This is close-hold, Ernie; I don’t want the whole 
Office of Scientific Research and Development involved.” 

“The R&D Coordinator is the Navy’s in-house 
component of OSRD; we call them the ‘Bird Dogs’. Rear 
Admiral Julius Furer runs them, and it’s him and only 
him I'll be tasking with this.” 





“Good. Thank you, Ernie. Keep me informed.” 
“TIl do that, Sir.” 
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Headquarters, “The Bird Dogs” 
Philadelphia Navy Yard, Pennsylvania 
August 29, 1943, 11:10 AM 


“Admiral King is on the line, sir.” 

“Got it ... Admiral Furer, sir.” 

“Status report on the trip.” 

“Aye, aye, sir. I’ve got the escort ship selected and set 
aside here: a new DE, 173, named the Eldridge. The Yard 
won't paint the name and numbers until just before it 
sails. Until then it’s off-limits and in the warehouse area.” 





























“Good. The crew?” 

“All hand-picked by myself, sir. They’ve all got the 
necessary tin can skills, but a variety of technical 
expertise as well. The captain, a Lieutenant Commander 
Franklin Bach, will decide who should be sent ashore 
with the President when the two ships arrive at the 
destination and he can make an on-site evaluation. 

“One more thing, sir -” 

“Yes?” 

“There's a civilian I'd like to send along. Name of 
Thomas Townsend Brown. Fellow’s a genius in the area 
of electromagnetic fields, claims to have discovered their 
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linkage to gravity. He spent some time in the Service: 
two-striper - not altogether successfully since he was 
allowed to resign from the Navy last year just ahead of a 
court-martial. But now he’s working as a civilian 
consultant to Rear Admiral Arthur Radford, Carrier 
Division 11 Commander out there in Hawaii, and it’s 
Arthur who recommended him to me when he learned of 
my, um, ‘talent search’. My instincts tell me he could be 
useful. Arthur swears by him, says he’s brilliant.” 

“All right, Julius. This is close-hold - just you, me, and 
Radford. Give Brown a cover name for everyone else.” 
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“Already have, sir: ‘Dr. Franklin Reno’. 
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Chapter 7: Pico Island 
The Azores 
October 11-13, 1943 


Aboard the Presidential yacht Potomac, Franklin 
Roosevelt admired the unearthly beauty of the Azores 
Archipelago as the ship cruised into the central group 
which included the Island of Pico, the destination they 
had been given by the German Embassy in Washington. 





It was debatable just how well-suited the Potomac 
was for an oceanic voyage, but the President was 
exceptionally fond of his personal vessel and insisted it 
was quite capable of “a short jaunt into the Atlantic” as he 
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put it. As most of the Navy’s large ships were in the 
Pacific, its alternative would have been an escort ship not 
much larger. 

“I spent enough time at sea on destroyers when I was 
Assistant Secretary of the Navy,” retorted Roosevelt. 
“They roll so much you have to hang on to the railing just 
to avoid being dumped into the drink. No, thank you. 
Besides, the weather’s forecast to be fine; you told me so 
yourselves. Also having that one destroyer along as a 
babysitter is enough of a military presence. The Potomac 
projects the friendly atmosphere I want. And of course if I 
have the old boy aboard for dinner, I won’t have any 
problems showing him around.” 

The Navy admitted defeat. 

As the two ships drew closer to Pico Island, Roosevelt 
noted that, while the second largest of the Archipelago, it 
was small enough for its entire span to be easily seen: a 
dark, apparently volcanic rock expanse broken by patches 
of greener vegetation, probably cultivated. The bay into 
which they now proceeded lay before the town of Sao 
Roque. Pretty, very Mediterranean, Roosevelt thought. 

Beyond it in the distance rose the cone of Mount Pico, 
the Azores’ highest volcano. Indeed, as he later learned, it 
had also been the highest in all of Portugal’s territory. 
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“What did you find out about why the Germans 
purchased these islands, Cordell?” 

“Not much, I’m afraid, Mr. President. It was one of 
Hitler’s final decisions while still in office, and as you 
know he didn’t have to explain himself to anyone. 
Portugal wasn’t all that attached to the islands, it seems; 
they had been through a rough agricultural period due to 
problems with the vineyards - the major source of income 
- and they were just as happy to be rid of them for a good 
price, which is what Germany offered them. 

“Other than the ownership per se, not much has 
changed. Still pretty much the same population, and the 
principal language has remained Portuguese, not 
German. Different flag, of course. 

“My European people assume that Germany has 
tourism, resort ambitions, but no one knows for certain.” 

The Potomac and the Eldridge were not the only two 
vessels in the bay. A small, sleek ship flying the swastika 
flag was already anchored there. 





The Potomac’s captain, who had joined them, looked 
through his glasses. “The Grille. Hitler’s version of the 
Potomac, obviously a bit more military. He used it mostly 
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in official naval reviews and such. One of the perks of his 
retirement, evidently. Nice ship.” 

The signals officer came up to them and saluted. 
“Captain, we’ve just been hailed by that ship. Says she’s 
the Grille and has Mr. Hitler aboard. They recognize the 
Potomac and send their greetings. They've also seen the 
Eldridge, of course, and say that it’s also welcome to dock 
and its crew to visit the town there. They just ask that 
they not go beyond the town, saying that the island has 
some hazardous areas of volcanic activity.” 

“Pass that along to Captain Bach with my approval, 
will you, Lieutenant? I’m sure he'll be happy to hear it. 

“Oh, and please tell the captain of the Grille to extend 
my invitation to Herr Hitler to dine with Secretary of 
State Hull and myself here this evening. Tell him that I 
made certain to bring along the best vegetarian chef in all 
of Washington.” 

xX * * 

“That was indeed a superb repast, Franklin. And 
thank you for the tour of your beautiful ship. The Grille is 
nowhere near so elegantly appointed.” 

“Tm sure she fulfills her state duties with distinction, 
Adolf. And may I say how excellent your English is. I was 
afraid we were going to have to fall back on interpreters.” 

Hitler smiled. “Now that I’ve had more time to myself, 
I engaged a personal English tutor. I anticipated that I 
was probably not through talking with the British and 
Americans, and in any case English is fast becoming the 
world’s lingua franca. You'll find more and more 
Germans picking it up. Indeed most Europeans. Probably 
even Stalin is learning a few words.” 

Roosevelt laughed. “I tried German once, failed 
terribly. If you’d gone on to conquer the world, I would 
have been quite out of luck.” 

He dismissed the waiter. “But keep the coffee hot; we 
may want some more later.” 
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Roosevelt turned back to his guest. “And now, what’s 
behind this get-together? The Azores are very pretty, and 
I always enjoy any time away from Washington on the 
Potomac, but that wasn’t the point of your letter, was it?” 

“No, Franklin. As you no doubt deduced, German 
Intelligence found out about your Manhattan Project last 
year, and since then has been monitoring its progress 
with increasing concern.” 

“Why? We've certainly no intention of using any 
weapon it develops on Germany.” 

“I know that. Our concern is more cosmopolitan. Our 
scientists gave me a pretty good idea of just how 
destructive atomic weapons would actually be. When I’d 
heard what they had to say, I cancelled our own program 
forthwith. That was back in the late thirties; I don’t think 
you or anyone else beyond our borders knew anything 
about it. 

“At the time we didn’t suppose that any other nation 
had the capabilities, or the motivation, to pursue a 
similar program. We learned that both the British and 
yourselves had a ‘laboratory interest’. And I assume that 
it was the Japanese attack, along with this continuing, 
unfortunate Pacific war, that transformed it into a 
highest-priority government effort: this Manhattan 
Project. 

“I wrote you now because my people tell me that it’s 
now succeeded in passing beyond the mere laboratory 
into a very real experimental stage. We’re guessing that it 
will produce a working bomb in one or two more years. 
Then, if the war hasn’t ended, you'll be under tremendous 
pressure to use it on Japan. 

“I asked to see you because I don’t think that your 
scientists or project managers have a true and full 
appreciation for just how dangerous such an application 
of atomic power would be. So of course they have not 
been able to tell you. Have they?” 
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“Come to think of it, no. Just that it will be a much 
bigger bang than anything we have now.” 

“I asked our physicists to get together with Dr. 
Goebbels’ artists and produce an animated simulation of 
what such a bomb would be like. I’ve brought that film 
with me, and I see you received my request for a projector 
and screen this evening.” 

Roosevelt summoned an aide to thread the film, then 
dismissed him. 

“The first part of the film simulates what would 
probably be the yield of Manhattan’s first bomb, 
approximately fifteen kilotons of TNT. Bear in mind 
that’s just the initial blast. Such a bomb would trigger an 
explosive chain-reaction in the surrounding atmosphere 
that would magnify its destructive effect to an unknown 
degree. This simulation assumes that this chain-reaction 
would dissipate over distance, but that’s something no 
one would know for certain until such a device were 
actually detonated.” 

Hitler rose, dimmed the lights, and switched on the 
projector. The three of them looked at a landscape from a 
simulated distance of several miles away. Then, without 
warning, a sudden, searing flash of light that gave way to 
a boiling red sky surrounding a pulsing cloud of fire: 
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Hitler froze the projector, looked over at his hosts; 
they were staring at the screen, obviously horrified. 

“This represents what you would see from perhaps ten 
to twenty miles from the impact site. However at that 
distance you would not survive to see it. The initial blast 
and radiation would have disintegrated your entire body. 
If you were inside a building, it would have been 
pulverized around you, and would not have stopped the 
initial radiation. 

“If you were beyond these immediate effects, you still 
could not approach the impact area, again with this small 
bomb comparable to Washington, D.C., without being 
fatally poisoned by the residual radiation. And what you 
would have seen would be something very much like 
this ...” He reactivated the projector: 








“Oh, my god,” said Hull in a whisper. Roosevelt said 
nothing, but had drawn in his breath in a sharp gasp. 

“No one from Los Alamos ever showed or described to 
me anything like this,” he finally said. 

Hitler turned off the projector and switched the room 
lights back on. “And it wouldn't have ended there. There 
would be years, decades of radiation sickness, killing 
survivors from any number of bodily breakdowns. The 
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area and its soil would be contaminated, and natural 
rainfall and evaporation would spread the contamination 
great distances, affecting everything in its path. Fetuses 
which did not die in the womb would be born with 
unimaginable mutations and defects. 

“And I remind you that this simulation shows a small 
such bomb, around the size Manhattan would probably 
produce. But it wouldn’t end there, of course. Bigger 
bombs could be constructed, and several of our scientists 
have said that the next evolution would be to a fusion- 
based hydrogen bomb, with yields into the hundreds of 
megatons. The effects of such weapons simply exceed our 
imagination to grasp.” 

“You’ve made your point,” said Roosevelt, his voice 
shaking slightly. “But there remains the question of the 
genie already released from his bottle. Even if I were to 
stop Manhattan tomorrow, any number of other nations 
are or will eventually become aware of this technology. 
What happens if one of them picks up where Manhattan 
left off, and completes such a bomb first?” 

“That is indeed a very real danger,” agreed Hitler. “I’m 
sure you're thinking about Japan, even if it’s now still 
back in the ‘laboratory’ stage of such research.” 

“Exactly,” said Hull. “And the world remains a very 
unstable place. Today’s friend becomes tomorrow’s 
enemy, and vice versa.” 

“To this all I can say is that the cessation of 
Manhattan would at least buy time, at minimum a few 
years. We know of no one else with such an active 
program, and even if one were commenced, it would have 
a long way to go to reach Manhattan’s level of 
sophistication, not to mention the material resources 
such as enriched uranium, necessary. That would give the 
international community time to agree upon appropriate 
prohibitions and safeguards.” 
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“I will certainly take this under immediate 
advisement,” said Roosevelt. “I would like to keep that 
film if you don’t mind.” 

“Certainly.” 

“Changing the subject slightly,” said Hull, “I am still 
wondering, as I’m sure the President is, why here ... why 
the Azores? Not that I begrudge a bit of sea cruise away 
from Foggy Bottom, you understand.” 

“I was coming to that, Cordell. Tomorrow I would like 
to take the both of you on a little archeological 
expedition ashore. If we leave around ten in the morning, 
we should be back not later than five or six in the 
afternoon.” 

“All right, Adolf,” said Roosevelt with some hesitation. 
“But I’m afraid my mobility is somewhat limited.” 

“Tve already thought of that. I’m providing a little 
assist for you; call it a bit of German ingenuity, and if you 
like something of a souvenir of this meeting. 

“We call it an ‘exoskeleton’. It’s an electrically- 
powered framework for the lower half of your body, 
constructed of an experimental alloy called ‘titanium’. 
Something Goring was developing for his more advanced 
aircraft. As tested by some of our own volunteers also 
afflicted with polio, it has adhesive pads that, when 
attached to your body, sense your motor impulses - your 
intent to move in a certain way - and transmit them 
instantly to the exoskeleton, which smoothly follows 
through with them. 

“T’ll have a technician and a physical therapist over 
here with it first thing tomorrow, say about eight if that 
isn’t too early. That will give them time to fit and adjust it 
to you, and for you to become familiar with it, which I 
understand is practically intuitive. Fits under your 
everyday clothes. If it works out comfortably and 
effortlessly for you, your days of wheelchairs and steel 
braces are over.” 
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“My goodness,” said Roosevelt. “Eight in the morning 
will be just fine, thank you.” 
% * F 

At ten o clock the next morning the Potomac’s launch 
docked at Sao Roque, and Franklin Roosevelt walked 
easily and gracefully ashore, an expression of amazed 
pleasure in his eyes, which were also moist with tears. He 
was followed by Hull, four sailors from the Eldridge, and 
a somewhat disheveled man in civilian clothes whom 
Roosevelt introduced as a Dr. Franklin Reno. 

Adolf Hitler, clearly pleased at the success of his gift, 
in turn introduced six German “archeologists” along with 
a striking young woman in outdoor attire: “Fraulein Dr. 
Daniela von Hecke of our University of Heidelberg.” 

“A distinct pleasure, Doctor.” 

“The honor is mine, Mr. President. And please call me 
‘Daniela’. If you will kindly accompany me, we have some 
off-road vehicles here to take us to that mountain over 
there.” She gestured at the dark profile of Mount Pico in 
the distance. 

The two military transports were tracked, not 
wheeled, and the Americans soon realized why. The trip 
to their destination was not at all direct. In addition to its 
great central volcano, Pico Island was peppered with 
numerous other volcanic formations, inert and active. 
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The two transports maneuvered through a complex 
maze of pits, jagged outcrops, and other irregularities. 
The drivers, however, clearly knew exactly where they 
were going. “I wouldn't care to drive this in the dark,” one 
of the Eldridge sailors remarked. “Or any other time,” 
said Dr. Reno nervously. 

Finally the vehicles clanked to a halt before a large 
cave a short distance above Mount Pico’s base. “From 
here we walk,” said Hecke, while her assistants passed 
around protective headpieces with lights attached to 
them. They proceeded into the cave. 





























“This is actually not a cave in the ordinary sense,” said 
Hecke. “It’s the end of a lava tube extending to the heart 
of the volcano. Don’t worry,” she smiled at the Americans’ 
discomfiture. “It’s been inert for several thousands of 
years, so there’s no chance welll meet some molten rock 
coming our way.” 

“If we do,” said Roosevelt, “we'll see how well this 
contraption of yours works at a dead run.” 

Shortly thereafter the party arrived at a strong steel 
barrier with a locked door at its center. Signs in German 
and Portuguese warned of lava and tremor danger 
beyond. “That’s just for the benefit of any amateur 
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spelunker who might stumble into here,” said Hecke as 
she unlocked the door, relocking it once they’d all passed 
through. Overhead there was now an array of electric 
floodlights extending into the distance. “We didn’t install 
these before the barrier so as not to arouse anyone’s 
curiosity.” 

A few hundred yards further along the tube, they 
turned left into an apparently-natural branch, then into 
six or seven subsequent branches. “Shouldn’t we be 
leaving breadcrumbs?” said Hull. “Don’t worry, Mr. 
Secretary, we'll get you all back safely.” 

Finally they arrived at an opening in the rock which 
was artificial, not natural. “One of our archzological 
teams blasted this open in 1939, based on some 
calculations wed made a short time previously in 
Iceland.” 

Passing within, the Americans noticed that they were 
no longer walking on the smooth surfaces of the lava 
tubes, but on stairs meticulously cut into the rock. “Well, 
we have a passion for orderliness, and fortunately this 
volcanic rock is not that dense. We made this staircase in 
about a day with some big chisels. 

“Were almost at the end, gentlemen; you’re now 
about six-tenths of a mile below the surface of the island. 
We'll be coming out onto the vast undersea plateau of 
which the Azores are the highest mountaintops. The 
plateau sank below the surface thousands of years ago 
from a massive collapse of its base from a series of 
simultaneous volcanic eruptions from all of those 
mountains. The plateau sank so quickly that the extensive 
outpouring of lava congealed over it, creating a watertight 
dome of solid rock above the plateau. 

“From the surface it appears only as the ostensibly 
original surface of that plateau, a misperception which 
precluded further interest by all archzological and 
oceanographic expeditions before ours. Indeed, had we 


“lay = 


not discovered what amounted to a map in Iceland, we 
ourselves would never have found what you are about to 
see.” 

The stair ended in an opening, before which there 
loomed a dark vastness in all directions. 

“From here you will need your headlamps, gentlemen. 
We have a few localized floodlights on the ground, but 
nothing yet beyond that. 

“Welcome to the ancient Empire of Atlantis.” 





The Americans looked about them in wonder. In the 
beams of their lamps they could see the outlines of 
structures of various configurations - rectangular, 
trapezoidal, pyramidal. The architectural styles hinted of 
the Egyptian, the Cretan, the ancient American; but there 
was also much that seemed completely alien, even 
otherworldly. Roads and walkways stretched into the 
distant darkness, and there seemed to be the remains of a 
canal system, now dry. 

“From here on,” said Hecke, “please stay within our 
team personnel, both so that you dont get lost and 
because of the extensive structural damage. If there’s any 
building or structure you'd like to examine closely, just 
ask any team member to assist you.” 
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“So it is true - it was always true,” said Roosevelt to 
Hitler. “How long have you known about this? And why 
keep it secret?” 

“As Daniela said, our archeological teams discovered 
it in 1939, shortly before the war with Poland broke out. 
Our teams were exploring here by license from Portugal, 
but the outbreak of war, with Britain and France 
declaring because of their treaties with Poland, made it 
likely the the British would occupy these islands, along 
with others in the Atlantic, as a naval base. So we sealed 
up what we had found, which as you can see from the 
convoluted path here was not that difficult. 

“Our initial expectation was to announce the 
discovery if and when peace transpired, but some of our 
initial findings here made us reconsider even that. 

“You see, Franklin, the Atlanteans were not mere 
primitives. Indeed they had mastered some sciences far 
beyond anything we can even imagine today. We learned 
enough in our initial visits to make us extremely 
concerned - I would go as far as to say ‘fearful’ - of what 
our current civilizations, such as they are, might do with 
such knowledge. So we have decided to keep it secret 
until and unless we can resolve these concerns. 

“There is more I have to say about this, and about my 
reason for bringing you here today, but with your 
indulgence I would rather defer that until this evening, 
when I hope that you and Cordell will join me for dinner 
aboard the Grille.” 

“That would be our pleasure, Adolf. And I cannot 
begin to tell you how wonderful it is to walk the deck of a 
ship again, thanks to this miraculous exoskeleton of 
yours. 

A short distance away from them, the rest of the 
American party, under the cautionary eye of their 
German guides, were exploring the ancient marvels about 
them. Within some of the nearby buildings there were 
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exotic artifacts and apparent mechanical devices of 
unknown purpose, some accompanied by diagrams and 
inscriptions on a curious, obviously durable parchment- 
like substance which, unless rolled open, settled into 
condensed cones. 

Dr. Reno was easily the most excited by what he saw, 
and was particularly drawn to a small mechanism of an 
apparent electrical nature which he came across while 
investigating one of the less-impressive buildings. The 
conical scroll-language he could not read, of course, but 
the illustrations seemed to speak to him by themselves. 
He waited until the German guides were all out of sight, 
then slipped both the mechanism and the scroll into his 
rucksack. 

An hour later Hecke called everyone together and said 
that they should start back to the surface. The return 
journey was just as uneventful as the one down, save for 
the obvious excitement among the Eldridge contingent as 
to what they had seen. 

When the transports reached the Sao Roque docks, 
the President called all of the Americans together. 

“My friends, this has been quite a day for all of us, I 
know. Unfortunately, and this is a direct order from 
myself as President, everything you have seen and done 
today is and will remain classified information, not to be 
discussed with anyone except with my personal 
permission. Does everyone understand this? Are there 
any questions? Good. Thank you for escorting Secretary 
Hull and myself on this special occasion, and I wish you 
all a safe return home on the Eldridge.” 

xX % * 

That evening it was Adolf Hitler’s turn to host the 
President and Secretary of State for dinner aboard the 
Grille. He was quite right; it was not nearly as palatial as 
the Potomac, but still a very hospitable ship by naval 
standards. Roosevelt and Hull partook of some truly 
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succulent Sauerbraten and herbed vegetables, set off by 
potato pancakes the equal of which Hull said he’d never 
tasted in all of his travels. Roosevelt heartily agreed. 

As it was a beautiful, balmy evening, Hitler suggested 
that they have after-dinner drinks outside on the 
observation deck, on which thickly-cushioned chairs 
awaited them. It had been a long day, and the three sank 
gratefully into their comfortable seats. Then Hitler turned 
to the President: 

“This afternoon, Franklin, I said that I would like to 
wait until now to go into detail concerning the reason for 
our sojourn to Atlantis. There are some things which, I 
feel, require a suitably reflective atmosphere. Here we are 
surrounded by the lushness of these islands, the 
tranquillity of the great ocean about them with its 
wondrous creatures - Did I tell you that my first order 
upon acquiring the Azores was to end whaling here? - a 
sound ship beneath our feet, and the majesty of that 
Sunset before us. Now is indeed the time. 

“We have reason to believe that the conflagration 
which destroyed the entire Atlantean landmass in a single 
day and night was not natural happenstance; it was set in 
motion by Atlantean scientists themselves. 

“They had long since overcome the supposed 
limitations of conventional science, and were delving into 
the identification, control, and modification of the primal 
forces of the material universe. In doing so they 
accidentally disrupted the stability of their own land, 
initiating volcanic explosions across its entire surface 
which they could not arrest. The result was Atlantis’ utter 
and virtually instantaneous obliteration. 

“We live in a universe of matter and energy, the 
interrelation of which our scientists are only now starting 
to rediscover. 

“The ancient sages knew, as we seem to have forgotten 
today, that there is a pattern, a regularity, a universally- 
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enforced normality to this interrelationship. That is what 
keeps natural law constant wherever we look about us, 
and the very stars in their courses above us. 

“Throughout our own recorded history of the last five 
thousand years, Franklin, mankind has been searching 
for ‘proof of a god or gods’. It was there right before us, as 
we realized in our expeditions into the Nile Delta in 1936, 
most specifically to the ancient 19th-Dynasty Setian city 
of Tanis. Had some trouble with one of your own 
archeologists there, as I recall - some fellow named 
Jones, I think. 

“Anyway, it is this ‘enforcement’ which is the 
signature of the neteru, as the Egyptians called what 
later, degenerate cultures would caricature as ‘gods’ or 
‘God’. In preChristian Europe we knew them as the Æsir. 

“We have seen from the excesses of our own species 
that we can overcome, distort, and transform what the 
Greeks called our telos - our own universal design and 
purpose within that natural law. We can defy the neteru, 
substitute our own will for that of the eternal natural 
order of things. That arrogance, that hubris, arguably 
reached its apotheosis in National Socialist Germany; 
Siegfried shattering Wotan’s spear with his sword at long 
last. 

“Why then did I break Siegfried’s sword in 1940 after 
wielding it so long, so successfully? Because I finally had 
come to understand the danger of such blind defiance of 
the Æsir. 

“As incarnate beings we must elevate ourselves to 
divinity while respecting the wisdom of the universal 
environment they have created and maintained - not 
disregard or disrupt it. Our deification lies in 
transforming ourselves, the ‘stars of our minds’, if you 
will. That, as we learned in the Setian temples of Tanis, is 
an entirely different universe - one indeed of our own 
creation. It is what distinguishes humanity from lower, 
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lesser forms of life: our ability to envision and create 
horizons, as Nietzsche expressed it. 

“The Atlanteans did not learn this lesson in time, and 
paid the ultimate, terrible price you saw about you today. 

“That is why I brought you down there, that you might 
see this for yourself. Some experiences go far beyond the 
power of mere words or pictures. 

“Now you are finally, fully in a position to understand 
what I mean when I say with all the passion of my being 
that the Manhattan Project must be cancelled now, before 
it crosses the threshold leading you, your country, and 
the entire world into that same fatal violation of nature. 

Atlantis destroyed only itself. Manhattan promises to 
destroy the entire planet. It intends to break the 
fundamental laws which bind the very structure of the 
cosmos together. The result will be the raw chaos you saw 
in the film last night, and that would be only the 
beginning of the end of all life on Earth. 

“Atlantis could not save itself. But by its example it 
may yet save us now.” 

The American President listened to him in silence, 
then rose and walked over to the railing. Hitler realized 
that he was looking back at the island, at the dark shape 
of Mount Pico in the twilight. 

“You were right to take me there, Adolf. Do you know 
something? Everyone else seemed to be caught up in the 
excitement, the thrill of such a discovery. But I could 
think only of the calamity, the horror of what had 
happened there so long ago. And with all their experience 
and learning, they must scarcely have been able to 
comprehend what was happening to them. Or, even more 
tragically, perhaps they did understand in their very last 
moments of life. 

“I agree with you: Manhattan must be stopped, and 
you have my word that I will do exactly that upon my 
return to Washington.” 
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“It may not be as easy as just issuing an Executive 
Order, Mr. President,” said Hull delicately. “There are 
some powerful people who won’t like that. You have only 
a year left in your third term. They'll just wait you out and 
take up right where they left off.” 

Roosevelt sighed, and suddenly he looked very old 
and tired. “You’re right, of course. There’s nothing to it, 
then - I'll have to run for still another term to make sure 
this thing is finally and utterly dismantled. 

“I feel it in my bones, Cordell; I don’t think I will last 
another four years in this crucible. I’d promised Eleanor 
this would be the end of it, that we'd retire to Warm 
Springs. But this is more important, and I’m the one who 
set it in motion a year ago. So I've got to stop it.” 

He walked back over to the deck chair and lowered 
himself into it. 

“He’s right, Cordell,” said Hitler. “In our positions, 
there are events we precipitate that only we can stop, or 
reverse if we re fortunate. Today Germany is prosperous, 
at peace, all of her old lands restored. For that I’m 
regarded as a hero, a savior. But consider the cost: 
thousands of the maimed and dead, both within and 
without our borders. The public may forget this, or 
rationalize it, but I see their faces every night when I go to 
bed. It is something for which there is no undoing, no 
redemption. My eternal fate. 

“In the case of Manhattan, your President can still end 
it, reverse it. Its horrors have not yet come to pass, and 
with resolute determination never will. That will be his 
greatest legacy, even if few realize it because of its 
secrecy.” 

The three men sat in silence then, watching the setting 
Sun finally disappear below the horizon. They savored 
glasses of the finest of the Rhine’s vineyards. When 
Roosevelt expressed his admiration, Hitler smiled. “I 
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rather thought you might like it, so I’ve taken the liberty 
of shipping a case of it to the White House.” 

It was dark now. Hull said, “Sir, I think we’d best be 
getting back to the Potomac before the captain starts 
worrying.” 

Roosevelt chuckled. “Well, we certainly can’t have the 
Eldridge opening fire on the Grille. Particularly not after 
that exquisite dinner. 

“Adolf, I expect we'll both be on our way home first 
thing tomorrow, so I'll say farewell now. I am glad that 
we finally had an opportunity to meet face-to-face, even 
in such troubling circumstances. You may not have found 
your ‘redemption’ for the past, as you put it, but you have 
done much for the future.” 

“Thank you, Franklin. A safe journey home to you 
both. I'll be looking forward to hearing what the First 
Lady thinks of your new legs.” 
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Chapter 8: Washington, D.C./ 
The Philadelphia Navy Yard 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
October 26-29, 1943 





Office of the Secretary of War 
The Pentagon, October 26, 10:00 AM 


“They're all here, Mr. Secretary.” 

“Send them in and close the door. We're not to be 
disturbed unless the President himself should call, 
understood?” 

“Yes, sir. Go on in, please, gentlemen.” 

Fleet Admiral King and Rear Admiral Furer saluted, 
then at Stimson’s invitation took two of the seats before 
his desk. 

The third man, a civilian, did not salute - just held out 
his hand, which Stimson ignored, motioning him to the 
third visitor’s chair. 

“All right, let’s get on with it. Admiral King?” 

“Mr. Secretary, this is Admiral Furer, head of our 
research office - the ‘Bird Dogs’. With your permission I'll 
turn the briefing over to him.” 

Stimson nodded and turned his gaze on Furer. 

“Mr. Secretary, before proceeding may I introduce Dr. 
Franklin Reno, a physicist I personally selected to go 
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along on the U.S.S. Eldridge escorting the President’s trip 
to the Azores.” 

Stimson nodded again. 

“As you know, sir, the President went there for the 
specific purpose of meeting Adolf Hitler, now retired 
from office in Germany. The President’s yacht Potomac 
and the Eldridge dropped anchor at Pico Island, one of 
the Azores, where Hitler’s ship the Grille was already 
present. 

“After formalities on October 20th, the President, 
Secretary of State Cordell Hull, and Hitler went ashore 
the next morning. They were met by a team of German 
archeologists, and the Eldridge sent four sailors along as 
an escort for the President. Dr. Reno accompanied them. 

“They entered two tracked transports and went off 
into the hills beyond visual sight from the Eldridge. They 
returned at approximately 1600 hours - four PM - and 
dispersed to their respective ships. The President and Mr. 
Hull dined aboard the Grille with Hitler that evening, and 
the next morning they all departed for home.” 

“So where did they go in the transports? I assume you 
received a report from the four sailors?” 

Furer looked uncomfortable. “I’m afraid not, sir. They 
all said that on their return they were personally sworn to 
secrecy by the President himself, and I cannot override 
that order. Neither can Admiral King or yourself, sir, 
unless you'd care to call the President for his permission 
first.” 

“I’m quite obviously not about to do that, Admiral. So 
you came here to tell me you know absolutely nothing 
except that they had dinner together?” 

“Not exactly, sir. Dr. Reno is not commissioned or 
enlisted in any of the armed services, so he doesn’t 
consider himself under the Commander-in-Chief’s 
orders. He is prepared to tell you what happened that 
day, as well as his subsequent research.” 
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“You ve got the floor, Dr. Reno. Impress me.” 

“We were met by six German archeologists, under the 
direction of a woman, a Dr. Daniela von Hecke from the 
University of Heidelberg. They were all extremely polite. I 
will say that those men certainly didn’t look like any field 
archeologists of my acquaintance. They had bodies like 
Olympic athletes. Like they had all just stepped out of an 
SS recruiting poster. Just thought I’d mention that. 

“The transports took us partway up Mount Pico, the 
largest volcano in the Azores, where we proceeded on foot 
through an old lava tube, secured by a steel barrier and 
door. Then through several more tube branches - that 
damned mountain’s a maze of them! - and finally to a 
blasted-out stairway taking us down to almost a mile 
beneath the surface.” 

“And?” 

“This is where it gets hard to believe, Mr. Stimson. 
Down there, under a sealed dome of solidified lava, was 
Atlantis, Plato’s Atlantis. What was apparently one of its 
principal cities if not the capital.” 

Stimson said nothing, but his eyebrows rose slightly. 
Reno cleared his throat and continued: 

“It was completely dark down there, but dry. Dr. 
Hecke said that the lava dome had apparently sealed it 
when it originally sank so fast. She didn’t mention an 
estimated date for that. 

“The Germans had issued us helmets with headlamps, 
so we were able to look around where they said it was safe 
to do so. The city was extensively wrecked, of course. 
After an hour or so they took us back to the surface, and 
the transports brought us back to the docks.” 

“Why did Hitler take the President there?” 

“I have no idea. They and Mr. Hull stayed pretty much 
by themselves, and you don’t just butt in on people like 
that.” 

“So did you learn anything significant?” 
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“Yessir, I think I did. I came across an interesting 
mechanism in one of the buildings, along with a scroll 
that was apparently descriptive of it. I put them both in 
my backpack and took them back to the ship, the 
Eldridge. No one saw me, or I think they would have 
stopped me. 

“I told Captain Bach about it as soon as I was back on 
board. He was pretty pissed, said I could have 
embarrassed the hell out of the President. But when all of 
his sailors clammed up because of Mr. Roosevelt’s orders, 
he warmed up, told me to see what I could figure out 
about the thing during the return voyage.” 

“What did you figure out?” 

“Well, I couldn’t read the Atlantean text, but 
fortunately there were extensive diagrams and 
illustrations, and electrical and magnetic functions were 
the same thousands of years ago as they are now. 

“So what I think we’ve got here is a device capable of 
making a large object - a building or a ship like that 
destroyer - electrically, magnetically, and optically 
invisible.” 

“You don’t say.” The skepticism in the Secretary's 
voice was obvious. 

“With respect, Mr. Secretary,” interjected Furer, “Dr. 
Reno went over the diagrams with me on his return, and I 
have enough of a technical background to follow his 
reasoning. It looks valid to me. With the caveat, however, 
that we cannot read the text itself. That’s a grey area, and 
I have to say that I don't like grey areas.” 

“So explain what you understand of the principle to 
me.” 

“The device is non-metallic but quite hard. We haven't 
been able to open it, and don’t want to try drilling into it 
and risk damaging whatever's inside. 
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“It has terminals of a sort which respond to 
alternating current, albeit very high. You’d need some big 
generators aboard a ship like the Eldridge to power it. 

“Put most simply, it detects the outline of whatever 
structure it’s positioned within and generates an 
electromagnetic field cocooning it. This is not a constant 
field, but one which varies at an extremely fast rate. 
Indeed we don’t have instruments which can keep up 
with it, the oscillation is at such velocity. If there are any 
armatures within, they must be in some sort of liquid 
bath so as not to melt from the heat and speed. 

“This electromagnetic field, by my calculations, would 
completely disrupt both low- and high-frequency radar 
directed towards the ship, reducing it to garbage. There 
would be no bounce-back whatever, coherent or 
otherwise. There's your radar invisibility.” 

“What about the optical?” 

“That’s where it gets really interesting.” Reno was 
clearly warming to his subject. “The cocoon-field doesn’t 
seem to generate ordinary heat, but its oscillation would 
vaporize the water surrounding the ship as though it were 
‘boiling’. Above he waterline the surrounding air would 
become extremely ionized. It’s this ionization which 
causes severe distortions in electromagnetic waves of the 
visible spectrum striking the ship. As you may know, that 
visible range is quite narrow: 430-770 TeraHertz. All of 
the colors you can see - everything you can see - falls 
within that range. Scramble it and all you see is a sort of 
‘rainbow haze. 

“In physics this is called the ‘Zeeman Effect’: the 
breaking of single-spectrum lines into three or more 
polarized components. It’s the alternating current which 
causes oscillation of the ‘rainbow’. So there’s your visual 
invisibility.” 

“Interesting. Have you tested this?” 
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“Only mathematically,” said Furer. “We didn’t have 
the juice in the ‘Bird Dogs’ lab to bring the device up to 
operational speed, but we've gone ahead and mounted it 
within the Eldridge along with two AC generators 
powertul enough to activate it. No security concerns; it’s 
still my ‘Bird Dogs’ crew, not the assigned one from the 
regular Navy. They'll get the ship when we're through 
with it. But since this is a test with an entire crew of 
sailors aboard, I'll need higher authority to proceed.” 

“Any objections, Admiral King?” 

“Where would this be done, Furer?” 

“Right in the Yard, sir, where the Eldridge is docked. 
We'd pull her out into the channel so as to get a clear view 
and radar picture, then switch on the device and see what 
happens.” 

“When can you do it?” 

“The crew's on liberty right now, sir, so Td like a day 
to collect them. The morning of the 28th.” 

“It’s fine with me. Mr. Secretary?” 

“Approved. But until we see how it turns out, consider 
this classified Top Secret, gentlemen. If it works, and we 
can reverse-engineer the Atlantean mechanism, imagine 
a task force of invisible ships taking on the Japanese.” 

“We'd need to devise a way for the task force to find 
its own ships first,” commented King with a smile. “Until 
we do, this would need to be single-ship technology.” 

“The same problem for carriers,” added Furer. “A bit 
difficult for planes to land on nothing more than a 
rainbow fog.” 

“You brass hats can work all that out later,” said 
Stimson. “For now, let’s just see if we can disappear one 
destroyer. You ll supervised this test personally, Admiral 
Furer?” 

“Yes, sir. With Dr. Reno. We'll be up in a Yard control 
tower directly across from the Eldridge in the channel. 
The dockside below will also be secured by my people.” 
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The Philadelphia Navy Yard 
October 28, 8:00 AM 








“They're stopped in the middle of the channel, sir,” 
said the radioman in the traffic control tower. 

“Give me commo to the captain,” said Admiral Furer. 
Beside him stood Dr. Reno, his expression a mixture of 
excitement and apprehension. 

“Eldridge, this is Rainbow. Do you copy? Over.” 

“Rainbow this is Eldridge,” said the voice of Captain 
Bach. “We copy clear. Over.” 

“Eldridge, this is Rainbow. You may commence the 
test when ready. Over.” 

“Rainbow, this is Eldridge. Activating test now. Over.” 

Furer put down the microphone, and the two men 
walked over to the tower window, from which they had a 
clear view of the destroyer motionless in the channel 
below them. 

The radarman in the tower spoke. “Sir, the Eldridge 
just disappeared from my scope. There’s nothing there - 
no bounce, no jamming interference, just nothing at all.” 

“So far, so good,” said Furer to Reno. They looked 
back at the ship. 
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What greeted their eyes now was a rippling array of 
light pulsing from the ship, gradually dissolving into a 
rainbow-hued fog along its entire length: 

















“There she goes,” said Furer. Reno, perspiring, let out 
his breath in slow relief. “I think we’ve done it, Admiral.” 

Suddenly the tower speaker crackled on again, this 
time with a barrage of heavy static. 

“Rainbow, this is Eldridge. I am aborting 
immediately, Repeat: I am aborting immediately. Out.” 

Furer seized the microphone. “Eldridge, this is 
Rainbow. Explain your abort. Over.” 

But there was no answer over the static. Furer went 
back to the window. Below him the Eldridge had 
reappeared, the fog completely gone. “She’s back on the 
scope, sir,” said the radarman from across the room. 

“Let’s get down there right now,” said Furer. Reno, 
now pale and shaking, jerked his head spasmodically. 

The dockside team from the ‘Bird Dogs’ awaited them. 
Furer called Captain Elwood, his Chief of Staff, over to 
him. “The Eldridge is not responding to commo,” he said. 
“Get two emergency tugs to push her over to this dock, 
and seal off the area. Get the Yard Infirmary on the line; 
we need all the ambulances they’ve got, no sirens, and 
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alert the Philadelphia Naval Hospital for high security 
emergency incoming. We can’t be sure until we get 
aboard, but complete commo silence following Bach’s 
sudden abort doesn’t augur well.” 

It was an excruciatingly long twenty minutes before 
the two tugboats were able to maneuver the still- 
unresponsive Eldridge to the dock and get her secured. 
Furer and Reno ran up the gangplank, followed by all the 
medics the Infirmary had assembled. What they saw 
there was a scene from a nightmare. 

Sailors were collapsed unconscious all over the ship. 
But several of them seemed oddly distorted. As the 
respondents came close to them, they found to their 
horror that the crewmen’s body parts - arms, legs, even 
torsos - had fused or melted into the deck and 
superstructures of the ship. These were of course 
impossible to move, but it was also unnecessary: they 
were all - mercifully - dead. Their more fortunate fellows 
who had simply collapsed into unconsciousness were 
bundled onto stretchers and rushed to the Hospital in 
town. Thank goodness weve got the Navy hospital here 
and not a civilian one, thought Furer to himself, 
otherwise this would be all over the papers. 

Dr. Reno had also fainted from shock, and the 
Admiral had him taken to the hospital as well. An hour 
later he’d done all that he could there, and returned to his 
office, where he didn't at all relish the prospect of calling 
Admiral King. 

It wasn’t until the following morning that word of the 
incident reached the White House. Innocuously at first: a 
routine teletype that one of the Navy’s destroyers, the 
U.S.S. Eldridge, had suffered an onboard explosion while 
berthed at the Philadelphia Navy Yard, and that several of 
the crew had died while the rest were being cared for at 
the local Naval hospital. 
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Then it registered with the President - this was the 
destroyer which had been his escort ship to the Azores 
only a few days previously. He had his secretary get 
Stimson on the phone. 

“Henry, I just saw the teletype about the Eldridge. 
What happened exactly?” 

“Our R and D people were testing some new kind of 
degaussing device, Mr. President, and it touched off an 
explosion. Too near the fuel or the magazine, possibly.” 

“Henry, you're talking to an old Assistant Navy 
Secretary here. Degaussers don’t explode. I think you’d 
better come on over here and tell me what actually 
happened. Bring Admiral King along, please.” 

The more Roosevelt listened to the two of them, the 
angrier he became. “You actually had the gall to send a 
spy along on my goodwill meeting with an important 
foreign dignitary. And he stole this thing when no one 
was looking, and you both risked an entire ship’s crew’s 
lives to try it out. I should have both of your resignations 
and see you prosecuted, but you're essential to the war 
effort, and I don’t want public interest aroused about that 
Azores meeting. Get out of here, both of you, before I 
change my mind.” 

They did. And so what rumors would later call “the 
Philadelphia Experiment” was completely buried. The 
injured survivors were dismissed from the Navy with 
substantial benefits and pensions, while the families of 
the not-so-fortunate were also paid large settlements and 
told that their men had died while on a classified 
assignment of national importance. All were 
posthumously awarded the Purple Heart Medal. 

All such benefits, settlements, and awards were 
accompanied by non-discussion agreements for recipient 
or next-of-kin signature. 

The Eldridge’s logbook was replaced with a new one, 
after which she was delivered to her assigned crew. 
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To Franklin Roosevelt’s great relief, word of the 
incident never reached Adolf Hitler; or if it did, he never 
mentioned it. 

“Dr. Franklin Reno” left the Philadelphia Naval 
Hospital the morning of October 29th and was never 
heard from again. It was as though he had never really 
existed at all. 

Years later, in response to persistent rumors and 
inquiries, the U.S. Navy issued an official statement 
denying that the so-called “Philadelphia Experiment” had 
ever happened. 


- 166 - 





Chapter 9: Wewelsburg Castle 
Westphalia 
December 21, 1943 


A gentle snow was drifting over Westphalia when 
Adolf Hitler’s personal plane touched down at the 
Paderborn airfield. The aircraft was starting to show its 
age, and Goring had offered him more modern 
alternatives, but he was somewhat irrationally fond of the 
old bird; it brought back memories of his politically- 
dramatic arrivals for Party events a decade ago. 








Per his request the pilot had detoured over the 
Wewelsburg before heading to Paderborn, and Hitler 
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marveled at the changes which had taken place since his 
previous visit over three years ago. Himmler’s SS 
University was now a complete complex of buildings and 
gardens, all oriented to the Castle, which despite its 
central focus now seemed like mere punctuation to the 
modern edifices surrounding it. The Castle itself 
appeared unchanged, save that the North Tower was now 
higher and surmounted by a dome. 





One of the Reichsfuhrer’s especial esoteric interests, 
he remembered, was the so-called “Spear of Destiny” 
borrowed [the polite term] from the old Imperial 
Museum in Vienna. This curiously-shaped spearhead, 
whose wooden shaft had long since disintegrated, was 
said to be everything from the spear that had pierced the 
side of Jesus on the Cross to that of the Grail legend, or 
even that of the god Wotan himself. 
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Its shape had so fascinated Himmler that his SS 
University layout, seen from above, imitated it, with the 
Castle and its North Tower being of course the point of 
the spearhead. 





The “borrowed” spearhead now reposed in its own 
display case in the Castle’s banquet hall. 

After the brief drive up the Autobahn to Wewelsburg, 
Hitler’s chauffeur had a bit of a time finding his way to 
the Castle through the maze of the University complex. 
Three years previously it had been simple enough: Drive 
through the little town and then up the back road behind 
it to the Wewelsburg itself. Now the Castle could not even 
be seen until one navigated his way to it; then suddenly it 
appeared, like its inspirational Wagnerian counterpart, in 
the mist almost as if by magic. 

Hitler once again returned the SS sentry’s crisp salute, 
then strolled alone across the drawbridge to the central 
courtyard, where Heinrich Himmler and Daniela von 
Hecke were waiting to welcome him. 





They were both wearing the black SS uniform, and 
Hitler noted the addition of a diamond to the triple oak 
leaves on her collar-tabs. “My congratulations, 
Gruppenfuhrerin.” “Thank you, mein Fuhrer.” Old habits 
still died hard. 

Hitler took time to look in on the Bell, still purring 
smoothly to itself in the Walhalla. He wondered again, as 
he often did, whether he would have been able to attain 
the Peace of 1940 without its ghostly help. He was at least 
certain that he never wanted it switched off, as Europe 
continued to enjoy an almost uncanny atmosphere of 
collegial cooperation and creativity - nothing at all like its 
troubled past. 

During the morning they toured the grounds of the 
University in one of the light commuter vehicles the SS 
had commissioned from the Kraft durch Freude (KdF) 
Wagen factory down in Wolfsburg. Resembling small 
buses, these conveyances whisked faculty and students 
around the complex quickly and conveniently. “I helped 
design the Kafir,” commented Hitler. “I think this little 
bus has a great future for the general public too.” 

He was impressed by the University, the mission of 
which was to gradually transition the SS from a 
paramilitary organization to one of complete mental and 


- 171 - 


physical development of students, very much like the 
famed Pythagorean Brotherhood and Platonic Academy 
of classical antiquity. 

It was also co-educational, due no doubt to the 
Gruppenführerin’s influence, Hitler suspected. They 
looked in on academic classes, gymnastics, and 
agricultural laboratories. An entire area was devoted to 
the veterinary sciences and animal care. The medical 
center included both a teaching hospital and facilities 
dedicated to the special needs of those injured in the war, 
both German and other European. [It was here that the 
exoskeleton Hitler had presented to Roosevelt had been 
developed. ] 

Hitler was particularly impressed by unusual 
exercises imported from the Orient which Himmler 
identified as “martial arts”. “They have the appearance of 
combat,” he remarked, “but are actually intended for the 
neutralization of conflict and avoidance of bodily harm. 
The instructors are priests from the Shaolin Monastery of 
China, and the curriculum is called kung fu.” 





“For most people,” said Hecke, “the term kung fu 
brings to mind dramatic unarmed combat by highly- 
skilled, intensively-disciplined Chinese martial artists. 
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This is a misapprehension and oversimplification. The 
term kung fu translates to ‘to know what to do’, and it is 
most properly understood as an entire way of life: a 
constant harmonizing of oneself with one’s surroundings 
and the correction of anything inharmonious to its ideal 
alignment. 

“Traditionally kung fu dates to the 6th century CE, 
when the Indian Buddhist monk Bodhidharma journeyed 
to the Shaolin Taoist monastery of China and taught the 
monks a form of active meditative dancing. Over the 
subsequent centuries this developed into the famous 
system of acrobatic self-defense. 

“The Taoist and Buddhist roots of the Shaolin 
discipline, however, are both integral with it and essential 
to it. Taoism, originated in about the 5th-6th centuries 
BCE by Lao Tzu, comprises both the apprehension of the 
singularity of nature and the quest for conscious melding 
with it. Buddhism, originating in India in the same 
approximate time-period, generally prescribes a path to 
personal enlightenment through a moderate, monastic 
lifestyle. Consequently kung fu became an active 
expression of these combined philosophies.” 

“While I’m not trying the turn the SS into a Chinese 
monastic order,” said Himmler, “this is the general 
direction in which I want the paramilitary culture of this 
institution to evolve. It will be an SS no less strong and 
authoritative than it has been to date, but with this vital 
dimension of creative empathy characterizing its social 
presence and interaction.” 

At noon they returned to the old Castle, and a 
delectable lunch was served in the Reichsfthrer’s suite - 
still the medieval fantasy of which he was so fond. 

“Here in the Castle,” said Himmler, “we have special 
classes in the esoteric arts and sciences, along with a 
commensurate library.” 
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“The historical and archæological sections of the 
Ahnenerbe are situated in the University complex,” said 
Hecke. “Here in the Castle, however, we have located the 
special section known as the Abteilung zur Überprüfung 
der sogenannten Geheimwissenschaften, concerned 
specifically with metaphysics. It is also the clearing-house 
for anything recovered from Atlantis, so that we don’t 
make the kind of mistake the Americans did in 
Philadelphia. By the way, did you ever discuss that with 
the President?” 

“No,” said Hitler. “I expect that entire incident was 
not just agonizing to him with respect to the dead and 
injured sailors, but personally embarrassing as well, since 
the theft happened while he was our guest. It’s better if he 
thinks I haven’t heard about it.” 

“I understand. As for the Abteilung, we keep its 
existence a secret even within the Ahnenerbe, where its 
cover is that of just an administrative section. Admission 
to it is by invitation to individual SS personnel we identify 
as having the aptitude for it.” 

“You are both to be commended for what you have 
done with the SS,” said Hitler. “You and I,” he said, 
turning to Himmler, “have known one another from our 
street-fighting days, when the SS was little more than my 
personal bodyguard allocated from the SA. Since then 
you have first taken it to the summit of paramilitary 
professionalism and discipline, then now, with this young 
lady’s help, transitioning it into an exemplary, 
constructive social culture: a model and standard for all 
of Germany. A truly marvelous, almost surreal 
accomplishment, Heinrich, in which you can take great 
pride.” 

Himmler smiled, then sighed. “I wish it were that 
simple, Adolf. Like Germany as a whole, as you yourself 
have acknowledged, the SS’ success has come at a price, 
in certain respects a terrible one. Too long and too well 
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we were an instrument of death; that skull on our caps is 
a grim reminder of that. It began with the ‘Night of the 
Long Knives’ in which we murdered the SA leadership, 
then proceeded down the dark path which led finally to 
those concentration camps. 

“But while we may correct the mistakes and excesses 
of our past, we can never cleanse ourselves of them. 
Daniela, those young men and women you met this 
morning: they have the good fortune to be free of that 
curse. The SS of the future will be theirs, not ours, and I 
foresee an exemplary and admirable future for it. But it is 
one I myself have forfeited. 

“Do you remember the old Hebrew myth of Moses? 
He freed his people from bondage, gave them the Ten 
Commandments of God, and led them to a new land 
promised to them. But for all of that, he himself was 
forbidden to enter it. He had made the unforgivable error 
of speaking with God face-to-face, of becoming an avatar 
for a divinity beyond the permissions, the limits of 
humanity. He found that he could not return to that 
humanity, and so in sight of that promised land he 
ascended Mount Nebo and there was released from his 
body. 

“This Castle, the Wewelsburg, is my Mount Nebo. 
From it I can look out and see the University beyond, a 
fresh and beautiful future. And I too shall leave my body 
here when the Æsir have no more use for me. In that I am 
content.” 

Daniela said nothing. 

“It is a strikingly recurrent theme throughout many 
human cultures,” reflected Hitler. “The hero who dares to 
confront and overcome the gods - and who, succeeding, 
must pay the price for that success. Siegfried once again.” 

It was now late in the afternoon, and the Castle had 
subtly taken on a new atmosphere, one of shades and 
shadows. Within these it was coming to life, its own life. 
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Himmler felt it. “By day this Castle sleeps, pays no 
heed to the humans who inhabit and circulate within it. It 
awakens only in Darkness, and then drinks from the souls 
of those daring to remain. Do you remember the tale of 
The Fall of the House of Usher by the American Edgar 
Allan Poe? Roderick Usher, the last of his line, became 
possessed by his ancestral home; both perished together. 

“More recently, in Germany's Weimar venture into 
the décadence of Expressionist cinema, psychopomps like 
Hans Poelzig and Max Reinhardt flung open doors to 
horrors that humanity was never meant to see. When I 
first met Daniela at Heidelberg, she took me to a lecture 
by one of her most perceptive students, a young lady 
named Lotte Eisner. I still remember what she said that 
day: 


Animate objects always seem to haunt German 
narcissism. When couched in Expressionist phraseology, 
the personification is amplified; the metaphor expands 
and embraces people and objects in similar terms. 

So we frequently find German-speaking authors 
attributing diabolical overtones to, for example, the 
street: In Gustav Meyrink’s Golem, the houses in the 
Prague ghetto, which have sprouted like weeds, seem to 
have an insidious life of their own “when the autumn 
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evening mists stagnate in the streets and veil their 
imperceptible grimace”. 

In some mysterious way these streets contrive to 
abjure their life and feelings during the daytime, and 
lend them instead to their inhabitants, those enigmatic 
creatures who wander aimlessly around, feebly animated 
by an invisible magnetic current. But at night the houses 
reclaim their life with interest from these unreal 
inhabitants; they stiffen, and their sly faces fill with 
malevolence. The doors become gaping maws and 
shrieking gullets. 

“The dynamic force of objects howls their desire to 
be created,” Rudolph Kurtz declares, and this is the 
explanation of the overpowering obsessiveness of the 
Caligari sets. 


“One of the more subtle themes of Parsifal is that the 
Grail Castle cannot be found unless it wishes to be. In 
that obscure sense the Castle itself is the opera’s 
principal, indispensable actor. 

“Like Parsifal, you have now been to this Grail Castle 
twice. On both occasions did you notice how curiously 
difficult it was to find? Previously it could not even be 
seen from the town below, and the access road to it was 
little more than a trail at the terminus of a small back- 
street. 

“This time, as you remarked to me earlier today, the 
University surrounding the Castle concealed it within a 
‘maze of modernity’, such that if you had not known it to 
be here, you might never have found it.” 

“Correct on both occasions,” said Hitler. “To that I 
might add that, at least in my perception, one must feel 
invited here, welcome here, in order to venture the trip. 
The Wewelsburg is not a place to visit casually or 
incidentally.” 

“I agree; there have been periods when I was unable 
to come here myself. That wise old Italian, Niccolo 
Machiavelli, insisted that any virtuous action demands 
both need (necessita) and timing (occasione). 
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“Later this evening, as also during your first visitation, 
you and I will be returning to the North Tower, which I 
think you will find has changed since last you saw it. 

“But first, do you remember that three years ago, in 
this same room, we sent two of our lieges, Theodor Eicke 
and Reinhard Heydrich, on quests for their respective 
initiation? They fulfilled these quests with thoroughness 
and integrity, as we knew they would. 

“Those camps are now but a memory, and Eicke didn’t 
just free the inmates; he looked after them to see them 
healed, nourished, and rehabilitated. He is revered by 
them today as much as he was feared and hated by them 
previously. 

“As for Reinhard, he was indeed ‘the man with the 
iron heart’ when it came to dealing with the business 
interests and war profiteers. It was remarkable how 
quickly they found other economic pursuits. 

“But he didn’t stop there. Instead, absent any orders 
or expectations from us, he took it upon himself to 
facilitate German Jews’ migration to the new Poland, 
ensuring that they received full and fair value for their 
German property and were welcomed by the Polish 
government. His ‘iron heart’, it seems, had its gentler side 
as well.” 

Himmler stood up and walked over to the antique 
fireplace, in which a Yule-log quietly crackled with slow 
fire, warming the room against the winter chill outside. 

“We will shortly take leave from our own Brunnhilde, 
as where we go hence she cannot follow. At least not yet, 
not for many years of adventure and, I believe, happiness 
to come.” 

As he had three years before, he now produced a 
small, ornate black leather presentation box. He called 
Daniela over to him and handed her the box, which she 
opened. Within were two embroidered black collar tabs: 
the oak-leaf trefoil above two silver diamonds. 


-178 = 


“Three years ago I sent two of our Order out on sacred 
missions. I consecrated that occasion by presenting them 
with their second diamond, and now it is your moment in 
that same time: I promote you to Obergruppenfuhrerin.” 

Adolf Hitler rose and joined them by the fireplace. “I 
too was present then, and I am very pleased to be here 
now. You have served not only the SS but your country, 
your Volk, with exceptional honor, virtue, and distinction. 
My congratulations, Daniela.” 

Hecke had so far said nothing; tears glistened in her 
eyes. Finally she spoke: 

“My heroes, my mentors, my friends, I am afraid I 
find myself at a loss for words beyond these. With your 
permission I will now leave you.” 

The two men nodded silently, and she walked to the 
door. Before passing through it, she looked back at them 
both, searchingly, mysteriously, and then was gone. 

Himmler glanced over at the window. The Sun had 
departed; it was now twilight-dark outside. Over the 
courtyard could be seen a delicate blanket of snow. 

“The Solstice approaches,” said Himmler. “Let us go 
to greet it.” 

So once again they walked in silence across the 
courtyard in its ethereal caress of whiteness, to the door 
of the North Tower. Himmler unsealed its lock and 
beckoned his companion to precede him inside, after 
which he again fastened the seal. Then he looked at the 
threshold in obvious surprise. 

Because standing on either side of the doorway were 
two tall candlestands, atop each of which stood a deep 
red candle, apparently hand-crafted. 

The stands themselves were of black metal, ringed 
with runes and hieroglyphs in an ascending spiral. The 
concave disks on which each candle rested were engraved 
with a silver pentagram. 

Neither candle was lit. 
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Resting atop one of the stands were two tapers and a 
striker. On the other was an envelope, which Himmler 
opened. Within it was a handwritten letter, which he read 
to Hitler: 





Dear Adolf and Weinrich, 


LI am writing this on June 21, 1943 - the 
North Solstice. I know what You intend 
Zo do in the North Tower six months 
trom tonight, on the South Solstice, and 
CMS 1S in preparation for and tribute to 
CAA. 

Before yout, at the entrarce, You will 
See two Candles, which I have made with 
pry own hands, using herbs, plarts, and 
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scents L hae gathered trom many natural 
Sites and Sources. 

Tonight a rudnght It ook the two 
tinshed candles into the Walhalla of the 
Wewelsbttrg and Sang over them Spell - 
Songs trom our distant ancestors which 
only @ woman who Aas So wrought them 
PIAS Sing. I will now keep therm secret and 
Secure until the South Solstice, when L 
will take them to the Tower before you 
arrive. 

The candle to the east of the door is 
for Adolf to Nght. 

The candle to the west of the door is 
for Weinrich to hight 

Use only the tapers and striker L will 
Provide. 

Then leave them alight for the duration 
of your presence in the Tower. 

Please burn this note after you have 
read iT. 


Within the Circle of the Magic Fire, 
Danie /, ri 


“It seems we were anticipated more than we realized,” 
said Himmler. 

“There is certainly more to your Brünnhilde than 
meets the eye.” 
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Respectfully each lit his candle. They burned with a 
blue flame, and an elusive aroma that brought to mind 
fleeting images of exotic landscapes of wild flowers and 
cascading mountain brooks. 

Almost as an afterthought, Himmler touched the note 
to his taper and watched while it fell to ashes. 

Then they both turned to confront the Grail Hall, 
which was illuminated only by muted, indirect lighting. 
Even so, Hitler could see that it had changed dramatically 
since his previous visit. 
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He caught his breath in amazement. The chamber 
within, only a single-story room the last time he had seen 
it, was now a stunningly glorious architectural sculpture - 
there was no other word for it - rising majestically from 
the Grail Hall where they stood past palatial balconies 
and windows seemingly suspended in unseen clouds, to a 
shimmering dome of the night sky, sparkling with an 
intricate canopy of stars. 

“Yes, it’s a planetarium, or rather a stellarium,” said 
Himmler proudly. “The most advanced in the world. It 
perfectly matches the sky above us as it would appear 
completely free from its usual cloud cover and 
atmospheric distortion, and each star you see is 
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controlled to exactly match the movement, no matter how 
slight, of its original. 

“But that isn’t all. Above the dome is a cupola, 
accessible by concealed stairs around the Tower's 
circumference, housing an observatory. 





“It incorporates a most unusual telescope, as far as I 
know the only one of its kind in existence. It’s not optical; 
it’s electronic: It collects the electromagnetic signatures 
from the objects in space towards which it is aimed, and 
codes them in such a way so that the human viewer's eyes 
do not process them as just light within the visible range 
of the electromagnetic spectrum, but as complete 
portraits throughout the entire EMS range, conveyed 
through the optic nerve directly into the cognitive centers 
of the brain. You not only see each star, planet, nebula, 
comet; you experience its very life, its universal totality. 
You see it with the eyes of a god. 

“That’s when the metascope - that’s what I call it - is 
active. When it’s not in use, it moves aside to be replaced 
by a graser beam directed unerringly at Polaris, the North 
Star. It is the Wewelsburg’s heraldry, its eternal link to 
that star and its circumpolar court. It is through this 
medium that Polaris replies to us, in the most sublime 
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and overwhelming of experiences, as you may soon see 
for yourself. 

“Graser? What’s a graser?” 

“You may have heard of our experiments with the 
synchronization of light rays - what we call ‘laser’ - ‘light 
amplification by stimulated emission of radiation’. 
Specifically of the X-rays emitted by electrons within 
atoms. The result is a beam of light of remarkable 
versatility: It can cut easily through solid metal, or project 
a pencil-thin spot on the Moon. Over at our University 
they're also looking into it for advanced applications of 
surgery. 

“A graser - another of those Atlantean retrievals which 
never cease to astound us! - uses the same principle, but 
synchronizes gamma rays from within atomic nucleii. 
Hence ‘gamma-ray stimulated emission of radiation’. 

“This yields an enormous amount of power. It is 
essentially a synchronized nuclear explosion. That bomb 
they were trying to manufacture over there in America, 
the project that you and Roosevelt put a stop to: Imagine 
that same magnitude of power from the barrel of a gun. 

“The Atlanteans wisely avoided destructive 
applications of both lasers and grasers. They used them 
only scientifically and, as here, astronomically. The graser 
in the cupola above us can reach not just to planets and 
stars within the Milky Way, but across deep space to 
other galaxies, at a velocity far in excess of ordinary light 
waves.” 

Hitlers jaw dropped. “I can see why youve kept 
Atlantis such a secret.” 

“And I haven’t even begun to tell you what we 
discovered about the Wewelsburg, and what precipitated 
this specific development of its North Tower. 

“We touched upon some of this peripherally during 
your previous visit here, but for your full understanding 
I’m going to need to go into somewhat more detail. 
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“We have to go back to the beginnings of humanity on 
Earth. 

“Our earliest evidence of man dates to about one 
million years ago. In South Africa a large number of fossil 
remains of mutated apes have been found. Classified as 
Australopithecines, these pre-men possess human-like 
hip and thigh bones in addition to enlarged cranial 
capacities of between 400cc and 600cc. 

“Conventional theories of evolution can substantiate 
the continued mutation of this man-ape - or his 
contemporaries - to the stage of Pithecanthropus Erectus 
- a skull fragment found in Java with an estimated 
capacity of about 900cc. Later adaptations of 
Pithecanthropus have evidenced skulls of up to 1,100cc. 
And here we encounter the enigma of the ‘missing link’. 

“The Java remains date to the Lower-Paleolithic 
period - about 800,000 years ago. The next two definitive 
ancestors of modern man, Cro-Magnon and Neanderthal, 
did not appear until the Middle-Paleolithic period - about 
100,000 years ago. There is some question, then, about 
the interim 700,000 years. Nor is this the only ‘missing 
link’ period. 

“Cro-Magnon and Neanderthal, who it seems were 
approximate contemporaries, possessed cranial 
capacities respectively of up to 1,700cc and 1,500cc. How 
and why did these startling enlargements occur? And why 
was Cro-Magnon’s cranium in particular larger than that 
of present-day man, who averages 1,400cc? 

“Now consider: 100,000 years is a long time. From 
today back through to conventional archzology’s 
‘beginning of history’ - about 3000 BCE - is a mere 5,000 
years. That leaves 95,000 years when human beings like 
ourselves were occupying this planet doing ... what? 

This is one of those questions so inconvenient and 
annoying that conventional archeology responds by just 
ignoring it. At most there is some gloss-over speculation 
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about migration, agriculture, animal-domestication, 
arrowhead-chipping; but all of this is quite inadequate for 
all of those 95,000 years. 

“I might reemphasize that until only a couple of 
centuries ago, Western culture’s concept of ancient 
history was exclusively and literally from the Judæo- 
Christian Bible. More ancient documents from the East, 
such as the Vedas, were still unknown. Not to mention 
that any archæological discoveries in the West which 
didn’t fit the Bible were ignored or destroyed. 

“This attitude pervades Judaism’s other offshoot, 
Islam, as well. To take just Egypt as an example: 
Countless ancient temples were either appropriated or 
razed by the Catholics, and thousands of statues and 
inscriptions were disfigured. 

“In 389 a Christian mob, acting on the orders of the 
Christian Roman Emperor Theodosius, burned the great 
Library of Alexandria to the ground. Even so, millions of 
book-rolls were rescued or gathered together from other 
repositories and the Library was reestablished - until 636. 
In that year Alexandria was taken by Omar, the Third 
Caliph of Islam, who decreed: “The contents of these 
books are in conformity with the Koran or they are not. If 
they are, the Koran is sufficient without them; if not, they 
are pernicious. Therefore let them be destroyed.’ They 
were burned as fuel to heat the city’s baths; it took six 
months for all of them to be consumed.” 

Hitler shook his head incredulously. 

Himmler continued: “So you can see what a 
formidable task our Ahnenerbe has faced, and why we 
have sent expeditions not just throughout Europe, but to 
several distant locales, such as South America, where the 
extent of Judzo-Christian destruction was occasionally 
not so methodical. 

“Our Atlantis excavations have made a considerable 
difference, but there is still much we don’t understand 
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about the Atlanteans’ dating system. As best we have 
determined so far, that civilization was destroyed about 
10,000 BCE. Since it was extremely advanced, it probably 
evolved tens of thousands of years before that, which 
would go a long way towards filling that 95,000-year era 
of mystery. 

“We deduce that Atlantis’ culture was not limited to 
just the large island in the Atlantic. It had settlements, 
outposts, colonies, in such places as Egypt, Crete, Iceland 
- which led us to the Azores - and the Americas. On the 
American west coast, for reasons which still elude us, 
they seem to have created a major underground complex 
beneath Mount Shasta in what is today northern 
California, though I dont think the Americans have 
discovered it yet.” 

“This is fascinating, and not a little depressing,” said 
Hitler, “but I don't see its relevance to the Wewelsburg.” 

“Tm just about to come to that. When you were last 
here, we had translated enough of the Atlantean records 
to identify the Bell as the proximate cause of Atlantis’ 
volcanic explosion and sinking. 

“What we have since discovered is that it didn’t stop 
there. The destruction of the island mass caused a major 
shift in the Atlantic Ridge tectonic plates beneath it, 
which triggered similar displacements along the entire 
Ridge. 

“We can only guess about the nightmare this must 
have seemed throughout this area of the planet, if not 
indeed the entire Earth. All of Atlantis’ colonies were 
destroyed by cataclysmic storms and tidal waves. 

“But even that was not the worst of it. We have reason 
to conclude that this was the event which threw the entire 
Earth off its perpendicular orbital axis, creating the 
‘wobble’ we now experience, and such new phenomena as 
the seasons and tides.” 

“What was Earth like previously?” 
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“No seasons, tides, or other weather irregularities. 
The Equator was constantly warm, the Poles cold, and 
everything in-between stable at its respective level. You 
could, for instance, grow crops suitable for your latitude 
year-round.” 

“And you think the Bell precipitated all of this just by 
activating Atlantis’ volcanoes?” 

“It’s possible, as Daniela outlined the geophysical 
chain-reaction. But recently weve come up with an 
alternate theory, not necessarily exclusive of the first. 

“Remember that the Bell is basically a powerful 
electromagnetic generator - far more so than anything 
conventional science has devised. An electromagnetic 
wave is exactly that: a projection of electricity, matched at 
what you might call right-angles by a magnetic pulse. 

“Our scientists, and presumably their Atlantean 
predecessors, knew much more about the electrical 
dimensions of these projections than about their 
magnetic counterparts. 

“What they failed to take into account was that the 
entire Earth is a large electromagnet. To put it simply, the 
Bell’s magnetic field was sufficiently strong to affect the 
Earth’s natural one, causing a shift in the Magnetic Poles 
which in turn exerted enough force on the mass of the 
planet to shift it into its present wobble.” 

Hitler stared at him. “I think I’m beginning to 
understand, Heinrich. You're planning to shift it back 
again. All of these precise measuring systems in the 
North Tower, right above the Bell: They're there to 
calculate this. Am I correct?” 

“Yes, but only if we determine that such an operation 
would indeed restore the Earth to its original “Golden 
Age’. We are still a long way from that conclusion. 

“First, of course, we would need to be certain that 
such a configuration of the Bell would eliminate the 
wobble, not worsen it. 
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“Then there is the question of what a ‘perfect’ Earth 
would actually be like. Humans now populate all 
latitudes, and have become accustomed and adapted to 
the commensurate seasons and weather patterns. A 
peaceful, stable uniformity sounds ideal, but might not be 
so in actuality. 

“And something like this is beyond the SS’ authority 
to initiate. At the very least it’s a decision for the 
Chancellor as head of state. I doubt if there would ever be 
an international consensus if it were taken to something 
like the League of Nations. 

“You brought about a European peace through your 
own decision and commitment to it, and arguably the 
same for the cessation of nuclear bomb research. This 
would be another one of those challenges, certainly the 
biggest and most enduring one. It would engender either 
the perfection of the entire planet or its destruction.” 

Hitler sighed. “Even if I were still in office, I would not 
be prepared to initiate such a decision as this. Back in 
your room you mentioned the hazards of tampering with 
the natural order of things. It’s true that we may today be 
living on a planet embodying the consequences of such 
tampering by Atlantis, but the result is now, for better or 
worse, a new ‘natural order’ whose correction to the 
status quo ante could be its own kind of tampering. Not 
to mention that if you miscalculate, the result could be a 
worse distortion, not a correction.” 

Himmler nodded. “I think what we have come to 
realize is that there are problems, challenges, Quests 
which can be wisely and courageously confronted, but 
still others which are beyond even our most prudent 
capacity. If there is a deepest, most profound theme in 
Wagner’s Ring and Parsifal, I suggest it may be this.” 

“I have come to agree. The Ring is a warning, the 
failure to heed which results in the death of Siegfried and 
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the Gotterdammerung of the Æsir. Even Brunnhilde 
does not survive. 

“I suppose that what always bothered me about 
Parsifal was its message that the only escape from such a 
fate is found in ignorance, and in the innocence which 
accompanies it. It was Plutarch, I think, who dismissed 
thoughtless good deeds as insignificant. For a statement 
or action to be truly authentic, whether in virtue or vice - 
it must be decided in full awareness of its consequences, 
which inevitably includes those to the soul of the 
individual. 

“So, like Plutarch, I reject banality in ‘good’ or ‘evil’. 
All too often we mistake ignorance for deliberation, in the 
case of Parsifal for virtue. Parsifal is an Adam who 
refuses to eat the fruit that Eve, Kundry, offers to him. 
Only thus, still ignorant, is he able to summon divine 
redemption for her and Amfortas. The fully-aware and 
therefore responsible Klingsor, however, is beyond such 
redemption, nor would he accept it; to do so he would 
have to vacate his divine consciousness, become an Adam 
like Parsifal. 

“In this Castle and in this Hall, Heinrich, I submit that 
you have found and attained a new, higher Grail: one 
which recognizes and exalts virtue in full awareness and 
deliberation.” 

“I confess that I hadn’t until now realized this as 
succinctly as you have put it, but yes, it is so. 

“And now midnight, the zenith of the South Solstice, 
approaches, so I shall stand aside, back between 
Brunnhilde’s candles, while you position yourself over the 
Sigil of the Bell in the exact center of the Hall. All is now 
coming into perfect conjunction and alignment: the telos 
of this Hall, this Tower, the Wewelsburg. I will thus retire 
to distance and silence.” 

The wondrous interior was now illuminated only by 
the glow from the stars in the high dome above - and 
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somewhere in the vastness, two flickering blue points of 
flame. Adolf Hitler walked to the center of the Hall, 
where a curiously-intricate Atlantean design was inlaid 
into the floor. It too seemed to throb with subtle, alien 
energy. Then he looked up. 

The red glow of the graser slowly faded, and was 
replaced by a new array of lights from the metascope. As 
he continued to watch, enthralled by this emerging 
constellation, a silvery beam of radiance began to 
descend from the instrument, intersecting as it proceeded 
certain lights from the dome-strs, specifically those, he 
saw, of Ursa Major and Ursa Minor. 

Finally this swirling symphony of vibrant brilliance 
had come to rest at a point of focus immediately before 
him. It was indeed in the shape of a chalice, pulsing with 
gentle but somehow exhilarating life. He reached out his 
hands to this Grail, for that it unquestionably was. The 
instant he touched it, he felt its warmth course through 
his entire body: a purifying and calming sensation such 
as he had never before imagined possible. For what 
seemed a timeless dream he remained thus, the Grail 
assimilating and transubstantiating his body, bathing his 
very soul in its glorious embrace. 

Whether this enveloping ecstasy lasted for moments 
or an eternity, he had no way of knowing, nor did he seek 
to. As if in a dream he seemed to hear faint, distant 
echoes of the sublime themes from Parsifal, but it must 
have been drawn from his own memories, as the Grail 
Hall of the Wewelsburg remained utterly still. 

Gradually he sensed the Grail to be withdrawing first 
into itself, then upwards towards the dome, as slowly and 
majestically as it had descended. Finally it faded to 
darkness, and once again the crimson blaze of the graser 
shot skyward to Polaris. Then he collapsed to the floor, 
insensible, and the Darkness took him. 


* * F 
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The next morning Daniela was awakened by a worried 
aide who told her that the Reichsführer was not in his 
rooms, nor could he be found in the Castle or the 
University. His guest, the retired Fuhrer, seemed to be 
missing as well. Hecke went directly to the North Tower, 
and within found the bodies of the two men - Hitler 
reposing as if asleep on the Atlantean Bell sigil, and 
Himmler resting between the two candlestands, their 
extinguished candles having both burned completely to 
their bases. The eyes of both men were closed, and their 
faces bore expressions of what she could only regard as a 
release from inner pain that she had never seen in either 
of them before. 

As she looked for the last time at each of them, it was 
the ghost of William Shakespeare, not Richard Wagner, 
who came unbidden to whisper: 


Now cracks a noble heart. Good-night sweet 
prince, and flights of angels sing thee to thy rest. 
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Epilogue 


Adolf Hitler’s body was taken to Berlin, where it was 
cremated in accordance with his testament wishes. 
Following the formalities of a state funeral, his ashes 
were returned to his widow at the Berghof. 

On the morning of December 22, 1943, Eva Hitler had 
gone to feed Blondi and found her permanently asleep in 
her bed next to Adolfs. She was also cremated, and her 
ashes interred with his in a cairn behind the 
Kehlsteinhaus, where they had taken so many walks 
together. 

In accordance with his wishes, Heinrich Himmler was 
cremated and his urn placed atop the mantelpiece of the 
great fireplace in his Wewelsburg suite, which was then 
sealed, and has never been entered since. 

Chancellor Hermann Goring, also per Himmler’s 
testament wishes, appointed Reinhard Heydrich to the 
office of Reichsführer-SS, which by all accounts he held 
with dignity and distinction until his own retirement in 
the 1960s. 

Daniela von Hecke received her third diamond as an 
Oberstgruppenfthrerin from Heydrich in 1945, when he 
reassigned her from the Ahnenerbe to the Chancellorship 
of the SS University. 
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Franklin D. Roosevelt was one of many foreign heads 
of state who attended Hitler’s funeral in Berlin. On that 
occasion he met Emperor Hirohito of Japan, and took the 
opportunity to discuss their mutual problem of the 
ongoing war in the Pacific. At the Emperor’s insistence 
upon his return to Japan, his government opened 
negotiations for peace with the United States in February 
1944, and an armistice was signed in April of that year. It 
was later extended to other countries involved in the war, 
and over the next five years most of Japan’s occupations 
were vacated and returned to their respective nations. 

Benito Mussolini retired as President of the Italian 
Council of Ministers in 1947, followed in that office by 
Count Galeazzo Ciano. As with Hitler, the title of “Duce” 
was retired along with its signature personality. 

Franklin Roosevelt died suddenly of a cerebral 
hemorrhage in March 1945. His funeral in Washington 
was attended by all of the world’s principal leaders, 
including Germany’s Chancellor Goring, Italy’s Duce 
Mussolini, and Japan’s Emperor Hirohito. 

Joseph Stalin progressively reduced the Soviet 
Union's military forces and, motivated by the German 
example, took actions to close the gulags of Siberia. 

Winston Churchill, following the successful 
negotiation of peace with Germany in 1940, went on to 
serve several more terms as Prime Minister. When he 
retired in 1959, he was knighted to the Order of the 
Garter by the young Queen Elizabeth II. 

The Manhattan Project was never restarted, but in its 
place President Harry Truman created the Atomic Energy 
Agency, which sponsored international research into 
peaceful applications of the atom. 

All the nations of Europe have remained at peace with 
one another since 1940, the longest period in that 
subcontinent’s long history. 

The planet Earth has continued to wobble on its axis. 
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